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GOVERNMENT  WAR  RISK  INSURANCE 


Oar  Opportunity  to  Serve  the  Veterans  of  the  World  War 


ANCE.  Get  in  touch  with  all  veterans  of  the  World  War  who  are  'carrying 
their  temporary  insurance,  or  who  have  allowed  it  to  lapse,  and  advise 
them  to  reinstate  if  lapsed  and  convert  their  insurance  NOW.  It  is  the 
world's  safest  insurance.  No  private  company  could  offer  the  same 
policy  at  such  rates.  Those  who  are  entitled  to  it  should  have  it.  The 
reinstatement  and  conversion  privileges  are  very  liberal.  Evidence  of 
good  health  and  the  payment  of  two  months'  premiums  are  all  that  are 
required  to  reinstate.  Application  blanks  for  reinstatement  and  conversion 
may  be  obtained  from  the  nearest  Regional  Office  of  the  U.  S.  Veterans' 
Bureau,  or  from  the  Veterans'  Bureau,  Insurance  Division,  Washington,  D.  C. 

Over  4,000,000  veterans  permitted  their  Term  Insurance  to  lapse  for 
more  than  Thirty  Billion  Dollars!  In  New  York  State  alone  over  323,000  dis- 
continued over  Three  Billions  insurance!  Think  of  it.  These  huge  sums 
will  be  lost  forever  to  the  dependents  of  these  men,  or  to  the  men  them- 
selves, unless  they  take  advantage  of  the  Government's  splendidly  liberal 
offer  of  reinstatement  and  conversion.  It  cannot  be  that  the  veterans  will 
let  this  final  opportunity  pass,  except  that  they  do  not  know  about  it,  or 
that  they  fail  to  appreciate  the  good  fortune  right  at  hand.  There  are  neither 
occupational  restrictions,  nor  age  limit  in  the  reinstating  and  conversion  of 
Term  policies.  To  reinstate  it  is  simply  necessary  to  pay  two  months' 
premiums  at  the  Wartime  rate,  and  future  premiums  on  the  form  of 
insurance  selected.  The  permanent  policies  are  paticipating,  and  provide 
for  liberal  cash,  loan  and  paid-up  values.  The  low  net  cost  of  this  protection 
and  the  great  security  behind  it  make  this  Government  insurance  in  every 
way  most  desirable. 

See  as  many  of  these  boys  as  possible.  Urge  them  to  act  at  once.  It  is 
a  chance  that  they  will  never  get  again  after  the  second  of  next  July! 


HP  HIS  is  an  exact  reproduction  of  a  statement  distributed  by  the  Home  Office  of 
A  the  New  York  Life  Insurance  Company  to  its  representatives  throughout  the 
United  States.  It  is  reproduced  on  this  page  at  the  request  of  Watson  B.  Miller, 
Chairman  of  the  National  Rehabilitation  Committee  of  The  American  Legion,  and 
with  the  permission  of  Thomas  A.  Buckner,  Vice-President  of  the  New  York  Life 
Insurance  Company.  It  is  reproduced  here  because  it  is  an  authoritative  expression 
which  should  interest  every  service  man  who  has  not  reinstated  and  converted 
his  war-time  insurance  to  one  of  the  six  forms  of  permanent  government  insurance. 


Home  Office,  February  27, 1926 
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NO  law  has  ever  been  passed  by  Congress  so  perfect  that 
its  administration  provided  justice  automatically.  Bear 
this  fact  in  mind  when  reading  the  article  on  Page  8  in 
this  issue  describing  the  operations  of  the  Legion's  National 
Rehabilitation  Committee  and  particularly  its  office  main- 
tained  in  Washington,  D.  C.  Even  in  establishing  the  sim- 
plest claim  of  a  service  man  with  the  Veterans  Bureau  a  cer- 
tain amount  of  paperwork 
is  necessary.  In  many  cases 
the  individual  claimant  him- 
self or  the  service  officer  of 
his  post  can  follow  out  the 
official  steps  directed.  But 
a  surprising  percentage  of 
all  claims  present  problems 
which  require  expert  coun- 
sel and  assistance.  This  the 
Legion  provides  through 
the  nation-wide  machinery 
of  its  rehabilitation  commit- 
tee, and  its  Washington  of- 
fice is  often  able  to  promote 
the  ends  of  justice  when  all 
other  means  have  failed. 
The  facts  contained  in  Mr. 
Quigley's  article  should  be 
made  known  to  every  serv- 
ice man  outside  the  Legion. 
Any  eligible  non-member 
will  understand  that  the  Le- 
gion in  making  available 
this  special  service  to  all 
veterans  is  doing  work 
which  he,  himself,  ought  to 
be  proud  to  share. 


River  a  gang  of  "bandits"  held  up  the  Commander's  car  and 
made  both  visitors  show  their  Legion  cards  as  passports.  On 
the  other  side  of  the  bridge,  in  Glendive,  .Montana,  Glendive 
Post  —  the  one  that  produced  Larry  Doyle,  Chef  de  Chemin 
de  Fer  of  the  Forty  and  Eight  —  presented  Mr.  McQuigg  and 
Mr.  Barton  with  ten-gallon  hats.  If  you  don't  believe  get- 
ting  a   ten-gallon   hat    is   an    adventure,   ask  Commander 

McQuigg   how   it   feels  to 


EPICUREAN  record  made 
by  National  Adjutant 
James  F.  Barton,  as  re- 
ported by  Vic  File,  Adjutant 
of  Prairie  Post  of  Terry, 
Montana:  "When  National 
Commander  McQuigg  and 
National  Adjutant  Barton 
stopped  at  Terry,  they 
were  greeted  in  true  West- 
ern fashion  by  a  delegation 
of  broncho  busters  in  cow- 
boy regalia.  Breakfast  was 
served    by    Terry    Post,  a 

genuine  western  breakfast  in  western  style,  with  no  frills  or 
fangdoodles — great  platters  of  ham,  sausage,  bacon,  eggs, 
sourdough  cakes,  coffee  and  sundry  accompaniments.  Jim 
Barton  made  an  immediate  record,  consuming  a  dozen  eggs 
and  all  that  went  with  them."  Sounds  as  if  Mr.  Barton  had 
tried  to  break  one  of  Paul  Bunvan's  records. 


Mr.  File  also  sends  word  of  two  other  adventures  of 
Mr.  McQuigg  and  Mr.  Barton  in  the  Powder  River 
country.  At  the  east  end  of  the  bridge  across  the  Yellowstone 
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handle  a  horse  and  a  ten- 
gallon  hat  at  the  same  time. 


Belmont-Waverley  Post 
of  Belmont,  Massachu- 
setts, might  have  passed  a 
resolution  expressing  its  ap- 
preciation of  the  kind  of 
police  department  its  town 
has.  That  would  have  been 
saying  it  with  flowers.  But 
the  post  said  it  differently. 
When  the  policemen  of 
Waverley  got  ready  to  go  to 
their  annual  ball  on  a  night 
in  April,  their  places  in  sta- 
tion-house and  on  beats 
were  taken  by  fourteen  Le- 
gionnaires who  had  been 
appointed  as  special  officers. 
'"The  policemen  Legion- 
iares  went  on  duty  at  6 
p.  m.  and  worked  in  two 
shifts  until  7  a.  m. ;  they 
were  fully  equipped  with 
badges,  revolvers  and  ba- 
tons and  reported  to  Head- 
quarters from  signal  boxes 
every  half  hour,"  writes 
Austin  J.  Thompson,  post 
adjutant,  who  was  one  of 
the  detail. 


The  photograph  of 
Kingston  (New  York  I 
Post's  memorial  building 
published  on  Page  9,  calls 
attention  to  a  Legion  build- 
ing enterprise  so  successful 
and  so  well  conducted  that 
it  might  be  used  as  a  model 
by  other  posts.  Kingston  Post  started  its  building  campaign 
only  a  year  ago,  on  May  15,  1925.  Excavation  started  on 
June  3rd.  The  building  was  finished  and  dedicated  on  Jan- 
uary 20,  1926.  How  it  was  all  done  constitutes  an  inspiring 
example  of  Legion  effort.  C.  J.  Heiselman.  Post  Historian, 
has  prepared  an  account  of  the  accomplishment  which  it  is 
hoped  may  be  published  later.  In  the  meantime,  Mr.  Heisel- 
man  or  Post  Commander  E.  B.  Carey  will  give  to  any  post 
information  on  any  specific  detail  of  the  Kingston  plan.  If 
you  have  any  puzzling  problem  in  your  post's  building  plans, 
perhaps  Kingston  Post's  experience  will  give  the  solution. 
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FOURTH  IN  A  SERIES 
OF  ADVENTURES  OF 


Dean  of  the  D.  C.  I. 


CHRISTOPHER  DEAN 
drove  into  the  old 
town  of  Le  Mans 
that  gusty  evening 
of  September  18,  1920,  in 
a  swirl  of  rain,  put  up  his 
car  at  the  Garage  Bigot 
on  the  Place  de  la  Repub- 
lique,  tucked  his  auto- 
matic pistol  into  his  coat 
pocket,  and  stalked  sup- 
perless  across  the  wind 
blown  square.  At  seven 
o'clock  he  faced  Monsieur 
Legal,  inspector  of  police 
for  the  first  arrondissev 
ment,  over  a  flat,  stained 
table  in  the  rear  room  of 
the  station  house  and  ex- 
plained his  eri-and. 

"A  man  named  Lark," 
he  began,  "Dan  Lark, 
former  American  officer, 
one  of  the  quickest  wits  in 
the  underworld  .  .  ." 

"Monsieur  Lark  of  the 
Caesar  chain?  But  sure- 
ly, I  have  searched  for 
him!" 

"No  d  o  u  b  t,"  Dean 
grunted.  "M  ore  than 
once.  And  for  more  than 
one  crime.  But  this  is  a 
new  one.  Dan  Lark  was 
in  Cherbourg  night  before 
last.  Out,  Cherbourg.  And 
he  kidnapped  a  girl  .  .  . 
an  American  girl.  He 
still  has  her.  Demands 
ransom,  a  half  million 
francs." 

"Tout!"  said  Monsieur 
Legal,  pulling  his  long,  stiff  mustache  strike  of  stokers.  Jennings  left  his 
and  working  his  forehead  into  a  maze  daughter  at  the  hotel  and  went  out  to 
of  fine  wrinkles.  His  eyes,  which  were  see  the  town.  One  hour  later  she  re- 
gray  as  a  November  sky  and  sharp  as  ceived  a  note  ...  he  had  been  hurt, 
a  gossip's  tongue,  pinched  small  as  he  The  cab  was  waiting.  She  must  come 
watched  the  lean,  earnest  American  de-  at  once." 

tective,  widened  as  the  story  unrolled,      Dean  lighted  a  fresh  cigarette, 
flashed  excitedly  at  Dean's  comments.      "When  Jennings  got  back  to  the  hotel 
"I  was  in  the  old  D.  C.  I.,"  Dean  ex-  later  in  the  evening  he  found  the  note, 
plained.    "You  remember  those  Amer-  Of  course  he  hadn't  sent  it.  Hadn't 
ican  detectives  .  .  ."  been  hurt.    His  daughter?  Kidnapped. 

"But  certainly!"  He  telephoned  friends  in  Paris,  they 

"I  handle  American  cases  now,  in  called  me,  and  I  got  to  Cherbourg  this 
the  Paris  bureau.  He's  a  can  of  hot  morning,  just  as  he  received  the  de- 
powder,  this  man  Lark.  Nothing  he  mand  for  ransom.  It  came  by  post 
won't  try.  And  he  usually  succeeds,  and  was  mailed  here  in  Le  Mans." 
Take  this  case.  Old  Amos  Jennings  is  "Here?"  Legal  shouted.  "The  swine! 
a  millionaire  from  Minnesota  ...  In  my  town!" 
that's  a  state  in  America,  Legal.    His      "This  is  a  copy." 

daughter  Dorothy  is  twenty-one.    She's      Commissioner    Legal    unfolded  the 
been  studying  violin  in  Austria.    He  paper  and  read  it  hurriedly, 
came  over  to  take  her  home.    Every-      "Obey  these  instructions,"  it  began, 
thing  went  well  till  after  they  left  Paris  "and  you  will  save  your  daughter.  Dis- 
to  take  ship  at  Cherbourg."  obey  them,  and  you  will  be  responsible 

"And  then?"  asked  Inspector  Legal,  for  her  death.  Don't  show  this  to  the 
"On  the  train  Jennings  fell  into  talk  police.  If  you  already  have  called 
with  another  American,  a  big  fellow  them,  say  nothing  of  this  note.  Take 
with  red  hair,  spotted  gray.  Friendly,  the  train  this  afternoon  for  Alencon. 
he  seemed.  Clever  talker.  Jennings  Alone.  Change  there  to  the  Le  Mans 
didn't  think  to  ask  him  hiz;  name  .  .  ."  train.  Arrive  at  Le  Mans  at  eleven 
"It  was  the  rooster  Lark?"  tonight.     Remain  ten  mir.v.tes  in  the 

"None  other.  At  Cherbourg  the  waiting  room.  You  will  be  watched, 
steamer  was   delayed   a   day  by  the  Go  out  to  the  cab  stand.    There  will 


She  was  an  ugly  woman,  neighbors 
thought,  mean,  distrustful,  and 
according  to  the  police,  very  wise 


be  at  least  one  cab  waiting.  Ask  the 
drivers  if  they  have  a  message  for  you. 
One  of  them  win  have.  Follow  the 
instructions  in  that  message.  And 
have  in  your  pocket,  wrapped  in  news- 
paper, bank  notes  in  large  denomina- 
tions for  500,000  francs.  If  you  wish 
to  see  your  daughter  again,  show  this 
note  to  no  one.    And  obey  it." 

There  was  no  signature.  Legal 
whistled,  scraped  his  feet  under  the 
desk,  snorted  through  his  long  nose, 
coughed.    He  looked  up  at  Dean. 

"It  is  seven  o'clock," 
he     commented,  "we 
have  four  hours." 
*    *  * 

On  the  outskirts  of 
the  city  of  Le  Mans,  a 
scant  half  kilometer 
from  the  junction  of 
the  River  Sarthe  and 
the  River  Huisne,  a 
small  stone  house  lifts 
its  broken  roof  at  the 
end  of  a  rutty  lane  be- 
tween scrub  willow 
trees.  The  place  is 
desolate  and  fallen  into 
disrepair.  A  few  old 
grape  vines  mark  the 
site  of  the  garden  that 
bloomed  in  front  dur- 
ing more  prosperous 
years.  To  the  rear  the  land  shingles 
down  to  the  river  and  is  flooded  by  each 
spring  freshet. 

Although  it  is  scarce  three  hundred 
paces  to  the  door  of  the  nearest  neigh- 
bor, the  willows  and  the  natural  slope 
of  the  land  conceal  the  house,  isolating 
it  from  passersby  as  completely  as  if 
it  were  in  the  midst  of  a  desert.  Here 
for  Many  years  lived  old  Madame 
Moreil.  She  was  an  ugly  woman, 
neighbors  thought,  mean,  distrustful, 
and  according  to  the  police,  very  wise. 
A  wandering  son  with  unexpected 
brains  and  a  taste  for  flashy  clothes 
bobbed  into  sight  at  intervals,  lay  abed 
in  the  garret  days  at  a  time,  thinking, 
he  told  his  mother;  kept  a  close  tongue 
regarding  his  mysterious  travels,  and 
when  he  left,  always  at  night,  dropped 
upon  the  table  a  handful  of  francs  to 
tide  his  mother  over  till  his  next  visit. 

But  he  never  before  had  brought 
home  a  lady. 

On  this  night  of  the  eighteenth  of 
September,  his  mother,  who  was  ad- 
dicted to  eau  de  vie  and  therefore  sul- 
len and  gay  by  turns,  sat  in  the  kitch- 
en and  listened  morosely  to  the  con- 
versation from  the  basement  trap  door. 

"By  the  saints  of  Sable  will  you  ever 
stop  talking!"  she  heard  her  son  ex- 
claim.   He  had  a  soft  voice  for  a  vag- 
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abond.  Madame  Morell,  feeling  un- 
usual pride  in  her  son's  accomplish- 
ments, went  to  a  peek-hole  and  lis- 
tened. "I'll  not  knife  you!  And  I'll 
not  untie  your  hands!" 

There  sounded  a  loud  kiss.  An  angry 
protest  came  in  l  agged  French,  learned 
from  a  book,  Madame  Morell  thought. 
The  lady  already  had  wept  her  voice 
hoai-se.  And  who  wouldn't,  tied  hand 
and  foot  in  a  cellar  of  which  even  its 
owner  was  ashamed? 

"The  United  States  government 
.  .  .  ."  the  girl  threatened. 

"Will  do  what?" 

"Imprison  you!" 

"Me?"  Georges  Morell  laughed. 
"It'll  do  better  than  the  French  govern- 
ment then.    No,  ma  cherie!" 

"And  don't  call  me  your  dear!  My 
father  .  .  ." 

"Your  father's  half  dead  with 
fright." 

Madame  Morell,  listening  upstairs, 
shook  her  wise  head  knowingly  and 
took  another  refreshing  sip  of  eau  de 
vie.  Bad  business,  this,  her  son  had 
got  into.  Why  hadn't  he  held  to  the 
honorable  pursuits  his  good  father  had 
taught  him?  Pocket  picking,  for  in- 
stance? The  police  did  not  care  so 
much  about  pocket  picking.  But  kid- 
napping! 

'  A  knock  sounded  at  the  outer  door. 
She  scuffed  across  the  kitchen,  undid 
the  chain,  stepped  back,  and  curtsied 
rheumatically.  Dan  Lark,  freshly 
shaven,  with  a  sharp  crease  in  his 
clothes  wherever  a  crease  was  needed, 
nodded  abstractedly  to  her  and  crossed 
to  the  trap  door. 

"Morell!"  he  called. 

"Yes,  monsieur!" 

"Come  up." 

Lark  turned  to  the  old  woman. 

"Get  out!"  he  commanded.  "Into 
the  other  room." 

Georges  Morell  said  a  few  flippant 
words  to  the  girl  and  came  up  the 
ladder  leisurely.  His  face  was  in  con- 
trast  sharply   with   his   chief's.  As 


they  stood  in  the  center  of  the  untidy 
kitchen,  Lark  looking  down,  his  red 
colored  head  bent  formidably,  Morell's 
tricky  eyes  tipped  up,  his  lower  lip 
protruding,  they  offered  examples  of 
two  extremes  of  the  criminal  type. 
Morell,  smart  of  wit  for  a  gangster 
but  a  penny  schemer,  a  follower; 
Lark  the  master,  handsome,  calculat- 
ing, powerful. 

"Dean's  on  the  case,"  Lark  growled. 
"Got  to  Cherbourg  this  morning.  One 
of  my  men  eaw  him.  Coming  here 
now." 

"I  told  you!" 

"Yes.  You  told  me  I  couldn't  break 
the  museum  at  Perigueux.  You  told 
me  I  couldn't  sell  the  deputy's  letter. 
You  told  me  a  lot  of  things." 

Morell  scowled. 

"I  don't  like  to  have  her  there."  He 
pointed  to  the  cellar.  "The  Le  Mans 
police  know  the  old  woman.  Sure  they 
do.  Had  her  in  for  pocket  picking 
more  than  once.  They'd  run  out  here 
fast  as  wild  geese  once  Legal  heard  I 
was  in  town.  Find  the  girl  here  .  .  . 
znt!"  He  shrugged  his  shoulders  in  the 
best  French  manner. 

"He'll  not  find  her.  Pay  attention. 
It's  ten  o'clock  now.  That  train  gets 
in  from  Alencon  in  one  hour.  Go 
down  to  the  station  .  .  .  here's  some 
money  .  .  .  get  a  cab  driver.  An  old 
one,  if  you  can.  Deliver  the  letter  to 
him.  Tell  him  to  go  to  the  cab  stand 
and  to  stay  there  until  a  man  asks 
him  for  a  message.  Jennings'  name  is 
on  the  envelope  .  .  .  there  .  .  .  Amos 
Jennings.  Give  the  cabbie  twenty-five 
francs  to  start  with.  That'll  hold  him. 
Have  him  turn  the  letter  over  to  Jen- 
nings and  follow  his  orders.  Promise 
him  another  hundred  francs  when  he 
gets  back.  Then  slip  into  the  waiting 
room  .  .  ." 

"In  the  light?"  Morell  protested. 
"Where  Dean  can  have  chains  on  me 
in  a  second?" 

"Wait  for  an  American  with  gray 
hair  and  one  lame  leg,"  Lark  went  on, 


unperturbed.  "Sixty  years  old,  about. 
Made  his  pile  in  lumber  and  got  a  foot 
caught  in  a  saw  once.  You'll  know 
him.  Make  sure  that  he  takes  the  cab 
and  see  that  no  one  follows  it.  No 
one,  understand?  And  that  he  speaks 
to  no  one  after  he  reads  the  note.  That 
is  important!" 

"Faith,  you'd  send  a  man  to  the 
guillotine  as  soon  as  breathe!"  Morell 
cried  surlily.  "Shall  I  start  now? 
What  of  the  prisoner?" 

"Your  mother  will  tend  her,  good 
soul,"  Dan  Lark  snorted.  "Have  her 
sit  on  the  trap  door  till  one  of  us  gets 
back." 

Rain  spit  against  the  single  window 
and  winds,  whooping  up  the  Sarthe, 
rattled  the  door.  The  oil  lamp  on  the 
kitchen  table  burned  sulkily.  Dan 
Lark  nodded  to  Morell,  turned  up  his 
coat  collar  and  stepped  toward  the 
door.  From  his  pocket  he  drew  a  black 
electric  flash  lamp.  He  pressed  the 
thumb  button.  The  beam  shone  red. 
The  lens  had  been  naintecl.  For  a  mo- 
ment winds  played  recklessly  in  the 
kitchen,  the  door  slammed,  and  Lark 
strode  into  the  darkness.  A  mile  away 
a  blur  of  dim  light  from  the  sleepy 
town  of  Le  Mans  hung  upon  low 
clouds. 

"It's  the  big  show,  this  time,  by 
Heaven!"  Lark  told  himself.  "The 
biggest  show  of  all.  Half  a  million 
francs  to  win,  and  Dean  on  the  job! 
Well,  if  he  sticks  his  head  into  my 
skirmish  this  time  .  .  ." 

He  patted  his  right  hand  coat  pocket 
appreciatively. 

*        #    .  $ 

Inspector  Legal  was  willing  to  help, 
even  anxious.  But  impotent.  Christo- 
pher Dean  stalked  up  and  down  the 
tile  floor  in  the  little  private  office  at 
the  rear  of  the  police  station.  A  broad 
window  of  many  panes  let  upon  an  en- 
closed court  yard.  Rain  thumped  the 
glass.  Winds  running  overhead  made 
a  hollow,  rumbling  sound  as  they 
(Continued  on  page  1U) 


"I  have  an  affair,"  Legal  spoke  tersely. 
"You  must  assist.    No  excuses.  Get 
your  cab.    Go  to  the  station." 
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and  lands 
carriage — 


Four  Wheels  and  No  Brakes 


By  FAIRFAX  DOWNEY 

Illustrations  by  Douglas  Grant 


FUNNY  how  you  kept  run- 
ning into  baby  carriages  in 
France.  Seemed  like  it 
wasn't  the  place  for  them, 
with  a  war  being  staged,  but  I 
suppose  you've  got  to  arrange  for 

the  mobility  of  infants  under  any  cir-  are  today.    The  lady  believes  he  might 


two-thirds  to  the  stream  of  refu- 
gees who  were  going  away  from 
there.  One  poor  old  girl  was  tot- 
tering along,  a  big  bundle  over 
one  shoulder,  pushing  an  empty 
baby  carriage. 
There  was  some  tie-up  in  the  traffic 


cumstances.     Maybe  if  the  war  had  afford  three  or  four  more.    The  maje  when  she  was  just  opposite  our  section 

lasted  longer  and  the  boys  had  kept  on  staggers  back  but  laughs  it  off.              A  cannoneer  named  Buck  got  talking 

getting  married   the   way  they  were  "I  often  take  my  two  out  like  that,"  to  her  in  rotten  French,  but  she  could 

there  might  have  been  a  quartermaster  he  remarks.     The  major  is  from  the   get  him. 

issue  of  perambulators — Carriages,  G.  Bronx    which    I'll    stack    up    against      "Why  don't  you  put  the  bundle  in 

I.,  baby,  or  Carriages,  wicker,  baby,  Brooklyn  any  day  for  honors  in  baby  the  baby  carriage?"  he  asks, 

double.     That  sort  of  thing.     But  it  carriages  with  male  motive  power.            For   a    minute   she   looks   kind  of 

never  did  come  to  that.  "So?"  says  the  French  lady.  "I  sup-  stopped.    You  could  see  she  had  been 

We  ran  into  our  first  baby  carriage  pose  you  brought  them  over  with  you."  so  scared  and  rushed  in  getting  away 

at  Le  Havre  right  soon  after  we  had  The  maje  can  only  gasp  and  Jim  has  from  the  Boche  she  had  never  thought 

landed  at  one  of  those  rest  camps  where  a  hard  time  choking  off  a  laugh.           of  that. 

you  do  everything  but.    Must  have  been  "If  monsieur  wants  them  washed,  let      She  says  she  doubts  if  the  carriage 

tender  memories  of  his  childhood  that  him  bring  them  to  me,"  the  lady  offers,  would  stand  up  under  it  and  there  if 

made  Jim  stop  and  stare  at  the  thing.  By  that  time,  the  major  has  turned   something  in  that.     Probably  its  ca 

A  Frenchwoman  was  pushing  the  car-  purple   and   Jim   is   weak  with   sup-  pacity  is  one  blame  light  baby  and  said 

riage    along    slowly.     She    being    no  pressed  chortles.                                    infant  is  up  on  the  top  of  the  family 

beauty,  it  must  have  been  the  bus  in-  "I  do  good  work,"  the  lady  protests,  wagon   which   wouldn't   hold  another 

terested  Jim.     The  cover  was   down  "and    if   monsieur   has   but   two,   he  pound.    But  will  she  risk  the  ancient 

on  the  thing  and  the  inmate  looked  should  have  them  washed  often.    Re-  old  baby  bus  or  throw  it  away?  Not 

well  covered  up  with  nice  clean  linen,  gard  my  work."                                    she.    Not  the  frugal  French. 

Jim  didn't  pass  any  remark  but  he  And  she  throws  back  the  cover  of  the  Now  this  Buck  is  a  pretty  kind- 
was  right  near  when  one  of  our  ma-  baby  carriage  and  it's  full  of  nice  hearted  guy  except  when  shooting 
jors  flagged  the  procession.  This  maje  washed  shirts!  craps,  when  he's  one  O.  D.  Nero.  The 
was  one  of  those  self-confessed  French  Jim  told  me  the  maje  beat  it  so  fast  two  lines  of  traffic  began  to  get  into 
scholars.    He  couldn't  let  be  with  order-  he  didn't  see  the  sacrilege  of  a  buck  motion  again. 

ing  vin  or  oofs  in  their  native  tongue,  laughing  fit  to  kill  at  him.                       "Throw  it  away,  lady,"  Buck  begs. 

So  he  hails  the  dame  with  inquiries  That's  the  way  it  was  a  whole  lot      "Non,   nan,"  she  shakes  her  head, 

that  Jim  dopes  out  as  follows:  of  the  time.    You  were  likely  to  find  hitching  up  the  bundle  on  her  poor  old 

"Bon  jour,  madame.    How  goes  the  anything   in   the   baby   carriages   but  bent  back, 

baby?"  babies.    There  was  the  time  our  outfit       The  lines  start.     Buck  walks  back 

"He  goes  well,"  the  lady  allows.  was  going  up  on  the  line  for  what  they  with  her. 

The  maje  indicates  the  contents  of  called  the  Second  Battle  of  the  Marne      "I'll  buy  the  damn  thing  from  you 

the  covered  wagon.  for  want  of  a  worse  name.    Our  offi-  then,"  he  shouts.  "Combien?" 

"I've  got  two  of  'em  at  home,"  he  cers  and  non-coms  were  like  so  many  Of  course  that  starts  any  dame  bar- 
boasts,  parrots  and  all  they  could  say  was,  gaining.    But  there  was  no  time  for 

"Is  that  all?"  the  lady  deprecates.  "Give  way  to  the  right,  give  way  to  that.    Buck  had  to  stick  around  with 

The  maje  intimates  that's  not  so  bad  the  right."    Our  batteries  took  about  the  outfit,  so  he  digs  down  and  crams 

with  initial  costs  and  upkeep  what  they  one-third  of  the  road  and  gave  the  left  in  the  claw  hands  of  the  old  dame  all 
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his  crap  winnings  of  the  night  before, 
which,  believe  me,  was  some  wad  of 
francs.  Then  he  grabs  the  baby  car- 
riage and  doubles  up  after  our  column 
wheeling  it. 

He  had  a  white  elephant  by  the  tail. 
Buck  didn't  dare  to  let  that  perambu- 
lator go.  While  the  old  dame  was  in 
sight,  she  would  have  run  back  and 
picked  it  up  sure.  So  poor  Buck  blushes 
and  pushes  it  along,  everybody  giving 
him  the  laugh.  That  column  of  refu- 
gees was  three  kilometers  long! 

Just  before  Buck  got  a  chance  to 
junk  it,  the  captain  rode  back  along 
the  column  hollering,  "Give  way  to  the 
right." 

"Hey,"  he  grins,  seeing  Buck  wheel- 
ing alongside  our  gun.  "Did  I  give  any 
order  for  this  battery  to  go  into  dou- 
ble section?    As  you  were,  nurse." 

At  that,  Buck  gets  a  little  peeved. 
He  gives  a  leap  and  lands  in  the  baby 
carriage  which  collapses  with  a  crash. 
Then  Buck  throws  it  away — by  the 
numbers. 

Mac  tells  of  how  he  rode  into  his 
battalion's  billet  town  one  night  as 
one  of  a  cavalcade  of  cyclists.  In  the 
lead  was  a  dapper  British  officer  with 
one  of  those  little  go-to-hell  mus- 
taches. The  Britisher  was  riding  his 
wheel  expert-like  with  one  hand  and 
pushing  a  dilapidated  baby  carriage 
along  with  the  other.  The  rest  of  the 
bunch,  Mac's  major  and  his  other  three 
company  commanders,  were  riding 
their  bikes  as  if  they  were  Five  Bicy- 
cling Buganellis,  Eccentric  Comedians, 
making  the  jump  to  the  next  vaudeville 
stand  and  doing  their  stuff  en  route. 

"Here  we  are,"  the  Britisher  says 
jauntily,  slowing  up.  "Are  /ou  there?" 

The  wobbling  quintet  in  his  train 
catches  up. 

"Yep,"  the  major  puffs,  beads  of 
sweat  glistening  in  the  moonlight  on 
his  corrugated  forehead.  "Yep,  we're 
here,  bless  you." 


"Thanks,  awfully,"  murmurs  the 
Britisher,  whose  name  is  Cecil  or  some- 
thing. "I  say,  that's  good  of  you.  But 
now,  gentlemen,  1  suggest  that  you  dis- 
mount er — voluntarily." 

They  did,  stiffly  and  with  groans. 
Mac  and  the  bunch  had  done  twenty- 
two  kilometres  of  bike  riding  that  eve- 
ning to  and  from  a  battalion  party  in 
the  nearest  city  worthy  of  such  an 
event.  Each  had  a  prize  collection  of 
assorted  aches.  But  it  was  nothing  in 
the  life  of  Cecil.  He'd  been  a  cycle 
corps  man. 

He  bends  over  the  baby  carriage 
solicitously. 

"I'll  walk  next  time,"  the  major 
groans.  "That  bike  ride  was  the  long- 
est hike  I  ever  made  in  my  life." 

"Too  many  obliques,  major,"  chortles 
Cecil.  "Twenty  kilometres  as  the  crow 
doesn't  fly,  you  know.  Ha-ha!" 

The  major  begins  to  be  a  bit  ruffled 
and  Mac  is  uncomfortable  for  what 
may  transpire,  but  just  about  then 
Cecil  straightens  up  and  removes  from 
the  interior  of  that  baby  carriage  six 
good  bottles  and  true  of  red  ink. 

The  party  adjourns  enthusiastically 
to  a  nearby  courtyard  and  partakes  of 
much  needed  refreshment.  Allied  ac- 
cord is  strongly  re-established. 

There  was  a  fellow  we  called  Ship, 
though  he  wasn't  a  gob  nor  yet  a  ma- 
rine but  a  doughboy  adjutant  with  a 
positive  talent  for  circumnavigating 
generals  and  other  rough  spots.  You 
may  call  adjutants  a  pest  if  you  want 
to;  all  most  of  them  do  is  issue  irri- 
tating orders.  But  this  one  was  no 
pest.  He  was  a  shock-absorber  and 
there  ought  to  be  a  patent  taken  out 
on  him.  If  there  is  any  next  war  I 
aim  to  be  in  his  sphere  of  influence. 

There  was  that  time  when  the  idea 
of  quiet  sectors  had  been  given  up  and 
traffic  was  at  last  in  the  general  direc- 
tion of  Germany.    The  Old  Man  tells 


Ship  to  be  sure  everything  is  packed 
away  well,  and  in  particular  that 
there's  enough  telephone  wire.  That's 
a  problem  that  worried  some  details, 
but  not  Ship's.  Flanked  by  a  guard  as 
if  he  were  bearing  colors  is  a  lanky 
telephone  operator  trundling  along  a 
baby  carriage  piled  high  with  reels  of 
wire. 

All  of  which  is  fair  enough  if  the 
Corps  Commander  were  not  waiting  up 
the  road  a  hundred  metres  to  review 
the  regiment  as  it  passed  him.  To  his 
left  and  slightly  to  his  rear  is  the 
colonel.  And  to  his  left  and  slightly  to 
his  rear  is  Ship,  his  adjutant. 

In  such  a  procession  of  martial 
panoply  and  military  precision  a  baby 
carriage  is  a  distinct  shock.  That  was 
the  way  it  hit  the  reviewing  general. 
He  rubbed  his  eyes  and  looked  again. 
He  began  to  rumble  like  a  volcano 
about  to  erupt. 

"Expediency,"  the  colonel  remarks 
nervously,  as  the  float  passes. 

The  general  frowns  and  sputters. 

From  slightly  to  the  left  and  slight- 
ly to  the  rear  comes  the  voice  of  Ship: 

"A  war  baby,  as  it  were,  sir.  Neces- 
sity is  the  mother  of  invention." 

The  general  lets  the  baby  carriage 
get  by  but  he  turns  and  looks  sus- 
piciously at  Ship. 

"And  the  father,  captain?"  he  de- 
mands. 

Ship  gives  his  shoulders  a  Gallic 
shrug. 

"In  this,  as  in  other  unfortunate 
cases,  the  father  is  unknown,"  he  dep- 
recates as  the  dust  swallows  up  the 
perambulator-reel  cart.  "C'est  la 
guerre." 


From  slightly  to  the  left  and  slightly  to  the  rear 
comes  the  voice  of  Ship:  "A  war  baby,  as  it  were,  sir" 
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The  Front  Trench 
the  Battle 
for  Justice 

By  HARRY  T.QUIGLEY 


These  men,  in  the  Washington  office  of  the  Legion's  National  Rehabilitation  Committee, 
have  helped  thousands  of  disabled  men  obtain  their  rights.  Watson  B.  Miller,  Chairman 
(right),  Ike  Horton,  Secretary  (center),  and  Carl  C.  Brown,  Attorney  and  Service  Officer 


STRETCHER  bearers,  threading 
their  risky  way  in  the  path  of 
the  Argonne  advance,  picked  up 
four  limp  forms  of  men  and  car- 
ried them  away.  The  task  was  not  a 
pleasant  one,  but.  uninviting  commis- 
sions are  the  frequent  lot  of  stretcher 
bearers.  These  four  men  seemed  to 
have  had  their  heads  blown  off,  but 
for  some  unaccountable  reason,  a  faint 
pulse  showed  each  to  be  alive. 

At  a  dressing  station  it  was  discov- 
ered that  not  the  heads,  but  the  faces 
of  the  men  were  missing.  Each  had 
been  struck  a  glancing  blow  with  a 
piece  of  shell  and  his  features  simply 
obliterated.  In  France  they  were 
made  able  to  travel  and  sent  to  a  mili- 
tary hospital  in  the  United  States  for 
the  attention  of  Dr.  U.  P.  Blair,  a  cele- 
brated cosmetic  surgeon,  who  had 
joined  the  Army  at  the  outbreak  of 
war.  Dr.  Blair  began  the  tedious 
process  of  creating  four  new  human 
faces.  His  work  was  far  from  com- 
plete when  the  war  ended  and  Dr. 
Blair  was  discharged.  He  returned  to 
his  home  in  St.  Louis  and  resumed  pri- 
vate practice. 

Dr.  Blair  did  not,  however,  forget 
his  four  faceless  patients.  An  arrange- 
ment was  made  whereby  the  govern- 
ment transferred  them  to  the  post  hos- 
pital at  Jefferson  Barracks,  on  the 
outskirts  of  St.  Louis,  and  Dr.  Blair 
continued  his  work  of  grafting  and 
growing  new  countenances.    Rib  bones 


were  removed  and  transplanted  to  do 
duty  as  the  foundation  for  noses,  as 
cheek  bones  and  in  one  case  a  temple 
bone.  Flesh  and  skin  was  transferred 
from  the  chest  and  thighs  and  formed 
into  facial  features.  Hair  was  trans- 
planted and  trained  to  meet  the  re- 
quirements of  eyelashes  and  eyebrows. 
The  work  required  years,  and  some 
thirty  major  operations  on  each  man. 
Finally,  last  year,  the  men  were  dis- 
charged from  the  hospital.  They  have 
faces.  But  it  will  take  additional  years 
for  time  to  reduce  the  scars  which 
seam  these  man-made  features  and  for 
them  to  recover  anything  like  normal 
strength  wasted  by  suffering  and  con- 
finement. 

Mrs.  Franklin  Lee  Bishop,  the  for- 
mer president  of  The  American  Le- 
gion Auxiliary,  brought  the  word  to 
Washington  that  these  men  were  re- 
ceiving from  the  government  only 
from  $65  to  $80  a  month  compensation. 
This  was  far  short  of  what  they  re- 
quired to  support  themselves  or  to  at- 
tempt a  fresh  start  in  life.  The  case 
was  submitted  to  the  central  office  of 
the  Legion's  National  Rehabilitation 
Committee.  This  office  exists  for  just 
such  purposes.  The  complete  technical 
history  of  the  case  was  assembled  and 
the  committee's  experts  presented  to 
the  Veterans  Bureau  the  claim  of  the 
four  men  for  an  increase  in  compen- 
sation. They  obtained  it.  They  ob- 
tained $100  a  month  for  each  man 


from  the  date  of  his  discharge  from 
the  Army,  and  the  maturity  of  each 
man's  War  Risk  Insurance  policy, 
which  meant  $57.50  a  month  dating 
from  the  time  they  were  wounded. 
Each  man  received  in  back  compensa- 
tion more  than  $4,000  in  a  lump  sum. 

It  put  them  on  easy  street.  Two  of 
the  men  are  now  employed  in  St.  Louis, 
one  in  a  prosperous  business  of  his 
own.  One  is  married.  The  other  two 
men  are  not  in  physical  condition  to 
work  regularly.  All  four  remain  in 
St.  Louis,  and  their  gratitude  to  Dr. 
Blair,  naturally,  knows  no  bounds. 

Last  fall  a  veteran  who  resided  in 
Brooklyn  filled  out  his  federal  adjusted 
compensation  application  blank.  By 
mistake  he  signed  his  name  on  the  line 
which  is  reserved  for  the  dependents 
of  deceased  veterans  and  not  for  living 
ex-service  applicants.  The  Army's  ad- 
justed compensation  unit  spotted  the 
slip  and  returned  the  blank  to  the 
man  with  a  request  that  he  correct  the 
error.  But  meantime  the  applicant 
had  died.  The  returned  blank  came  *' 
his  widow.  She  struck  out  her  lave 
husband's  signature  and  substituted 
her  own. 

This  situation  raised  a  rather  tech- 
nical question.  Should  the  application 
be  considered  as  having  been  made  by 
the  veteran,  now  dead,  or  by  his  wid- 
ow? About  one  thousand  dollars  de- 
pended on  the  decision.  If  the  appLU 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Dr.  Gow  Gives 
Some  Growing 
Medicine 

By  MARQUIS  JAMES 


Digging  in  helped 
Hunts  Point  Post 
make  a  stony  lot 
into  a  New  York 
City  playground 
and  gain  a  lot  of 
new  members  also 


cian  in  Glens  Falls,  and  his  principal 
patient  just  now  is  The  American  Le- 
gion. The  doctor  is  the  chairman  of 
the  New  York  membership  committee. 
He  finds  his  patient  robust  and  sound, 
but  not  so  big  as  he  ought  to  be.  He 
is  administering  growing  medicine. 

New  York  has  been  divided  into 
twenty-seven  districts.  A  district  is 
from  one  to  four  counties,  according  to 
conditions.    Each  district  is  in  charge 


ON  THE  wall  of  a  room  in  the  membership  New  York  has  ever  had. 
Hall  of  Records,  an  edifice  Their  efforts  have  the  air  of  success 
owned  by  the  corporation  of  now.  Last  year  New  York  had  61,800  of  one  member  of  the  state  membership 
the  City  of  New  York,  is  disr-  Legionnaires.  The  middle  of  March,  committee.  Each  district  is  out  to  ex- 
played  a  page  removed  from  a  recent  when  the  membership  committee  met,  ceed  its  membership  of  last  year.  In 
issue  of  the  magazine  you  are  reading,  it  had  30,347  paid  up  for  1926,  which  each  district,  in  each  post  of  the  Legion 
Perhaps  you  recall  it.  It  is  to  be  hoped  was  more  than  it  had  in  1925  at  that  in  New  York,  they  intend  to  do  this  by 
so,  anyway,  for  the  remarks  on  that  time.  When  this  was  written — early  personal  contact  and  interview  with  the 
page  were  addressed  "To  Every  L&-  in  April — that  figure  had  climbed  to  veteran  who  is  outside  of  the  organi- 
gionnaire."  The  caption,  in  about  the  40,000.  The  latter  half  of  April  was  zation.  That  is  New  York  membership 
biggest  type  the  printer  could  find,  said  to  be  devoted  to  an  intensive  member-  effort  in  a  nutshell.  After  considering 
"THE  ONE  BIG  JOB."  The  signa-  ship  campaign  which  department  offi-  all  of  the  membership  stimulators 
ture  at  the  bottom  was  J.  R.  McQuigg.  cials  confidently  expected  would  bring  which  have  been  tried  anywhere,  Dr. 
Said  Commander  McQuigg :  New  York  State's  membership  up  to  the  Gow  and  his  fellow  consultants  declare 
"I  have  just  sent  a  letter  to  the  Com-  total  on  the  books  at  the  end  of  1925.  that  in  the  end  it  all  comes  down  to  a 
mander  of  each  and  every  Department  Dr.   Gow's   medicine  has  begun  to  personal  talk  with  the  man  who  is  not 

Dr.  Edward  C.  Gow  is  a  physi-  in  the  organization.    That  is  the  one 

sure  way  to  get  mem 


of  The  American  Legion, 
to  know  what  I  said  in 
that  letter.  I  appealed 
to  your  Commander  to 
drop  everything  else  he 
is  doing  at  this  time, 
and  roll  up  his  shirt 
sleeves,  and  bring  your 
State  into  line  with  the 
other  States  which  are 
leading  in  the  1926 
membership  advance.  I 
asked  that  your  whole 
State  mobilize  for  the 
one  big  job." 

John  R.  McQuigg 
lays  the  cards  on  the 
table,  and  Harry  C. 
Wilder  posts  them  on 
the  wall.  Mr.  Wilder 
is  the  Commander  of 
the  New  York  State 
Department,  and  the 
decorated  room  in  the 
Hall  of  Records  is  the 
conference  chamber  of 
the  headquarters  of  the 
New  York  Department. 

One  day  shortly 
after  Mr.  Wilder  put 
up  his  poster  twenty- 
seven  men  gathered  to 
look  at  it.  They  were 
from  all  over  the  State 
of  New  York.  New 
York  had  mobilized  for 
the  one  big  job.  The 
twenty-seven  visitors 
comprised  the  State 
membership  committee. 
They  met  to  perfect 
ways  and  means  of 
rolling  up  the  largest 


I  want  you  take. 


This  building,  the  home  which  Kingston  (New  York')  Post 
moved  into  several  months  ago,  is  one  of  the  reasons  Kingston 
Post  expects  to  enroll  more  than  700  members  this  year. 
Incidentally,  the  New  York  Department  can  show  the  rest  of  the 
Legion  an  unusual  number  of  large  and  costly  post  clubhouses 


bers  for  the  Legion. 
When  rightly  managed 
it  has  never  failed. 

In  New  York  they 
are  pursuing  the  mat- 
ter methodically.  The 
first  thing  that  was 
done  was  to  round  up 
systematically  the  pros- 
pects in  the  various  lo- 
calities. This  was  ac- 
complished in  various 
ways,  and  in  some 
places  the  work  is  still 
going  on.  In  Dr.  Gow's 
home  town  of  Glens 
Falls,  which  has  a  pop- 
ulation of  20,000,  a  few 
unemployed  disabled 
veterans  were  engaged 
at  five  dollars  a  day  to 
make  a  house-to-house 
canvass,  simply  to  as- 
certain the  name  and 
address  of  every  ex- 
service  man.  They 
turned  in  696  names. 
The  cost  was  thirty 
dollars.  Every  one  of 
those  69.6  men  and 
women  will  be  visited 
by  one  or  two  convinc- 
ing representatives  of 
the  Legion  and  asked 
to  avail  themselves  of 
the  privilege  of  mem- 
bership. Perhaps  this 
canvass  will  have  been 
completed  by  the  time 
this  is  printed.  On 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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17*07?  God  and  country,  we  associate  ourselves  together  for  the 
following  purposes:  To  uphold  and  defend  the  Constitution 
of  the  United  States  of  America:  to  maintain  law  and  order;  to 
foster  and  perpetuate  a  one  hundred  percent  Americanism;  to  pre- 
serve the  memories  and  incidents  of  our  association  in  the  Great 
War;  to  i7iculcate  a  sense  of  individual  obligation  to  the  commu- 
nity, state  and* nation;  to  combat  the  autocracy  of  both  the  classes 
and  the  masses;  to  make  right  the  master  of  might;  to  promote 
peace  and  good  will  on  earth;  to  safeguard  and  transmit  to  pos- 
terity the  principles  of  justice,  freedom  and  democracy ;  to  conse- 
crate and  sanctify  our  comradeship  by  our  devotion  to  mutual 
helpfulness. — Preamble  to  Constitution  of  The  American  Legion. 

A  Responsibility  Accepted 

HE  Legion  tradition  of  service  to  community  was 
JL  strengthened  in  Oil  City,  Pennsylvania,  last  March 
when  forty  members  of  James  M.  Henderson  Post  stood 
guard  during  the  breaking  of  an  ice  gorge  in  the  Allegheny 
River  that  brought  the  community  to  the  brink  of  disaster 
and  made  it  necessary  that  a  force  auxiliary  to  the  regular 
police  department  guard  life  and  property.  Press  dis- 
patches during  February  told  the  country  of  the  menace  of 
the  massed  ice  and  of  the  efforts  to  mitigate  the  danger  of 
the  gorge  through  use  of  thermit,  a  heating  agency  of  great 
power.  These  efforts  reduced  the  size  of  the  gorge,  but 
the  Oil  City  Legionnaires  who  had  been  sworn  in  as  special 
police  officers  in  February  were  needed  when  a  month  later 
the  ice  broke  up. 

Let  W.  N.  Curran,  First  Vice-Commander  of  Henderson 
Post,  tell  the  rest  of  the  story: 

On  Sunday,  March  twenty-first,  the  water  rose  rapidly  and 
the  city  police,  firemen  and  Legionnaires  went  into  action  at 
once.  The  Legion  Cluhrooms  were  opened  and  turned  over  to 
the  Red  Cross  for  relief  headquarters,  rescue  work  in  the  flood 
districts  immediately  began  and  a  traffic  squad  organized  to  pre- 
vent congestion  in  the  danger  zones.  At  midnight  the  power 
house  was  flooded,  leaving  the  city  in  darkness,  one  bridge 
wrecked,  with  rising  waters  covering  the  floor  of  and  menacing 
a  second  structure.  Legion  members  guarded  bridges,  patrolled 
the  darkened  streets,  and  continued  rescue  work  with  no  thought 
of  stopping  for  sleep  or  rest.  For  three  days  and  nights  the 
city  was  at  the  mercy  of  the  flood  waters,  the  business  district 
appearing  more  like  Venice  than  a  modern  American  city,  during 
which  time  many  citizens  acquired  a  new  respect  for  the  "boys" 
whose  only  badge  was  the  blue  and  gold  American  Legion  cap. 

Proof,  if  it  were  needed,  that  Legion  membership  means 
acceptance  of  civic  responsibility  above  and  beyond  the 
ordinary. 

A  Chance  That  Was  Passed  Up 

Theodore  Roosevelt,  disguised  as  the  third  Smith 
Brother,  found  the  ovis  poli,  took  a  photograph  of  it 
and  brought  back  its  head  of  horns.  And  so  those  of  us 
who  are  somewhat  in  doubt  as  to  what  veracity  is  after 
reading  the  conflicting  testimony  given  by  the  wets  and 
drys  before  the  special  congressional  committee  may  now 
reflect  that  even  old  Marco  Polo  himself  wasn't  much  worse 
than  today's  spring  fisherman  or  golf  player. 

Mr.  Polo  first  discovered  the  ovis  poli  six  centuries  ago, 
in  the  Asian  Highlands.  But  Mr.  Polo,  in  addition  to  being 
a  great  traveler,  possessed  a  telescopic  imagination.  Ever 
since  the  Thirteenth  Century  there  has  been  considerable 
curiosity  about  the  beast  he  discovered  and  the  accuracy  of 
his  description  of  it.  The  Field  Museum  commissioned 
young  Mr.  Theodore  Roosevelt,  son  of  the  Theodore  Roose- 
velt who  cleared  up  such  scientific  mysteries  as  the  River 
of  Doubt  and  the  faunal  and  feral  marvels  of  Africa,  to  go 
to  the  uplands  of  the  world  in  Asia  and  check  up  on  Marco 
Polo.  Mr.  Roosevelt,  thorough  and  efficient  soldier  that  he 
is,  did  his  stuff  well.  His  brother,  Kermit  Roosevelt,  helped 
him,  and  he,  too,  in  the  cause  of  science,  wore  wild  whiskers 
on  the  trail  of  the  ovis  poli. 

The  photographs  of  Theodore  and  Kermit  Roosevelt 
in  their  ovis  poli  hunting  outfits  and  their  whiskers  of  the 
General  Grant  period  easily  rival  in  public  interest  the 
photographs  which  they  brought  back  showing  the  ovis  poli, 


himself,  in  his  native  haunts.  Many  a  skyscraper  office 
man  in  his  moments  of  reverie  has  wondered  what  he  would 
look  like  if  he  were  to  be  shipwrecked  on  a  desert  isle  with- 
out a  safety  razor  and  were  to  let  his  face  lie  fallow.  The 
luxury  of  it! 

But  consider  what  must  have  been  the  disappointment 
of  the  news  photographers  who  haunt  the  piers  where  the 
incoming  ocean  liners  tie  up  in  New  York  when  Theodore 
and  Kermit  Roosevelt  stepped  ashore,  back  from  their  trip 
to  Asia,  as  smooth-chinned  as  the  boys  in  the  collar  adver- 
tisements. And  consider  what  a  wonderful  opportunity  the 
Roosevelts  passed  up  by  not  returning  to  their  native  land, 
fully  whiskered,  to  raise  the  banner  of  revolt  against  daily 
shaving. 

You  Tell  'Em,  Skipper 

I  have  written  of  Marines  in  this  war  because  they  are  the 
folks  I  know  about  myself.  Those  battle-fields  were  very  large, 
and  a  man  seldom  saw  much  or  very  far  beyond  his  own  unit, 
if  he  had  a  job  in  hand.  Ac  a  company  ofiiccr,  1  ulwayc  had  i 
job.  There  is  no  intent  to  overlook  those  very  gallant  gentlemen, 
our  friends,  the  Army.    Their  story  is  ours,  too. 

So  whites  Captain  John  H.  Thomason,  Jr.,  U.  S.  M.  C,  in 
the  introduction  to  "Fix  Bayonets!" — as  photograph- 
ically incisive  a  picture  of  war  as  it  is  (or  was  in  1918) 
as  any  American  participant  has  yet  produced. 

The  paragraph  quoted  above  will  do  an  enormous 
amount  of  missionary  work  if  the  right  people  will  read  it. 
It  will  help  to  dispel  two  popular  illusions: 

1.  That  any  individual  soldier  could  see  an  entire 
battle  by  looking  around  a  little  between  bayonet  jabs — a 
belief  especially  dear  to  some  motion-picture  producers. 

2.  That  of  the  two  million  men  in  the  A.  E.  F. 
1,900,000  were  Marines  and  the  rest  spectators. 

Dempsey's  Going  to  Fight — Maybe 

So  Tex  Rickard  has  a  contract  with  Jack  Dempsey  to 
defend  his  title  this  fall.  It  is  a  good  thing,  if  Mr.  Demp- 
sey doesn't  mean  maybe.  He  has  been  shadow  boxing, 
through  newspaper  statements,  lo  these  many  years,  while 
Gene  Tunney  and  Harry  Wills  have  tried  every  device 
known  to  man  to  coax  him  into  a  ring.  Since  1923,  when 
he  walloped  Firpo,  Dempsey  has  not  defended  his  title,  and 
the  softness  of  Pullman-train,  motion-picture,  Adonis-nosed 
existence  has  probably  sapped  some  of  the  virility  that 
was  his  in  1919  when  he  hammered  Jess  Willard  into  noth- 
ingness at  Toledo. 

As  this  is  written  opinion  seems  to  be  divided  as  to  who 
will  be  the  champion's  opponent.  The  dope  points  to  Gene 
Tunney,  who  won  his  spurs  as  champion  of  the  A.  E.  F. 
Tunney  has  come  along  in  fine  shape  in  the  past  eight  years 
and  has  the  punch.  Wills  undoubtedly  would  provide 
Dempsey  with  plenty  of  opposition,  and  if  Tunney  doesn't 
get  the  chance  to  meet  the  champion,  the  public  will  cer- 
tainly want  to  see  the  colored  boxer  in  there. 

Meanwhile,  one  may  be  excused  if  he  doubts  that 
Dempsey  will  meet  any  contender  this  year.  Loss  of  the 
championship  means  an  end  to  certain  valuable  perquisites. 
Dempsey  evidently  wants  to  delay  that  inevitable  day. 


With  the  announcement  of  an  instrument  that  records 
one-millionth  of  a  millionth  of  a  second  it  is  presumed  that 
the  golfer's  ideal  summer  working  day  has  at  length  been 
measured. 

❖     ❖  ❖ 

A  proud  and  insistent  mother  may  some  day  succeed  in 
forcing  a  young  son  to  wash  back  of  his  ears,  but,  if  suc- 
cessful in  this  effort  she  is  sure  to  lose  in  the  project  of 
getting  him  to  eat  his  bread  crusts. 
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Putting  On  the  Dog 


By  Wallgren 


•Just  war  i  said  •  -  see  that 

OPEN  SEED  OCX  -THEra=  !'.  -  VMEU-,  ) 

First  x  Gne.  the.  OhicttenS  y 
A  Qi6  Feed  -  and  -then  x    )  /Z^*  Ar  j 
Give  them  WHA-revas  seeo 
x  want  PLantbd 
For  DESserzT" 


.TO 


£1 


f6 


■  -J 


YES- AND  THE  CHIC^eN^-not 
BEING  HUN6RV  FOR  DES5£.ftr 
AFTER.  THE  616  Feed  -TAK&  THE 
€EEO  AND  BURY  IT  FOR. 

future,  reference  <i.  AlL 

X  HAVE.  TO  DO  IS  SHIFT 
-me.  LOCATION  OP-  THE, 
BURYiNCb  GROUNDS 
EVERY  SO  OPTEN 


EXACTLY!!  THATS  WHY  X  FEED 

-them  entirely  on  Dos- biscuit - 

Vo&  fish  -  DOG- WOOD  BARIC,  ETC 
SO  THEY  WDULP  DEVELOP 
CANINE.  TRAITS  S  sOust  a 
Lit'  idea  of-  my  own 
t>  Save,  plant-in'  j-SJ^ 
Era-  r— ^ 


[f§_ 


'ah  !!  wn"  Wot* 
to  Prevent  -th£m 

FROM 


Prevent 


IT 


OH  ?.  \NELU  You  SEE  -  IF  ,  9/  ANY 

Chance  .-they  Should  Get  Huno*/ 
and  go  bactc  later  on  they'd 

NEVER  FINO  VT  AGAIlJ-THEv 

Seed  having  sprouted  and1 
Chansed  -the  WHOLE 
/APPEARANCE,  OF-  TH& 

yyj  Scenery  so  they 
'         CouloWt  Possibly 
1  RECOSNI-2E  rr« 


/    -THiN6  J  -  X  CoOLD  HAVE  I 
SWORN  X  PLANTED 
SOME.  SEED  AR0UNP 
HWE  A  OoUPLA  WEEKS  \ 
A^o-Wrr  now  J. 
CANT  seew\  TD  LOCATE.  { 
■fffe  SPOT-  EV6RYltl/N£> ) 

Sea 


AINT  IT  -THE,  TRUTH  ! 
I  BIN  BaZKiNO  LIP  TH 
\NO>NG  TtJEfi  ALL 

WOOF."  /T^ 
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When  the 

Legion 
Takes  the 
Lead 

By  A.  V. 
LEVERING 


Towering  mountain  peaks  look  down  on  what  a  little  over  a  year  ago  was 
merely  a  smooth,  level  field,  but  is  today  a  fully  equipped,  modern  play- 
ground, thanks  to  members  of  Provo  (Utah)  Post  of  the  Legion  and  the 
Harmon  Foundation  of  New  York  City,  which  provided  money  for  pur- 
chase of  the  plot.  Legionnaires  are  shown  getting  ready  for  the  work  that 
made  the  playground  possible.   Below,  plan  on  which  grounds  were  laid  out 


NOW  that  the  youngsters  of 
Provo,  Utah,  are  playing  hap- 
pily on  the  new  playground 
which  has  been  provided  for 
them,  they  are  a  lot  better  off  than 
they  were  in  the  past.  They  are 
not  playing  on  dangei-ous,  dust-laden 
streets,  but  on  a  real  recreation  space. 

It's  a  long  distance,  it  may  seem  to 
some  folks,  between  the  ordinary  ideas 
behind  The  American  Legion  and  the 
idea  of  getting  a  first-class  playground 
for  the  children  of  the  community.  But 
it  didn't  seem  so  to  the  members  and 
officers  of  Provo  Post.  In  fact,  it 
struck  them  as  being  very  much  an  in- 
tegral part  of  the  community  service 
which  is  a  part  of  each  post's  function. 

The  community  needed  the  play- 
ground. The  post  is  interested  in  serv- 
ing the  community.  Therefore,  it  is 
up  to  the  post  to  provide  means  to  get 
the    playground    for   the  community. 


This  was  the  post's  viewpoint — and  it 
is  the  reason  the  post  set  out  on  its 
campaign  a  good  many  months  back. 

Unknown  to  most  of  us,  there  is  in 
New  York  an  institution  known  as  the 
Harmon  Foundation.  It  is  a  charity  of 
William  E.  Harmon,  a  wealthy  real 
estate  man. 

The  Harmon  Foundation  is  organ- 
ized to  provide  playground  facilities  for 
those  communities  of  the  United  States 
that  need  them,  and  can  use  them 
under  certain  guaranties  of  upkeep  and 
the  like.  The  provisions  and  conditions 
which  must  be  complied  with  vary  from 
year  to  year.  In  1924  they  were  as  fol- 
lows: The  city  must  have  increased 
at  least  thirty  percent  in  population 
since  1900,  and  must  have  obtained  a 
population  not  to  exceed  15,000.  Some 
responsible  organization,  or  the  city 
government  or  the  board  of  education 
or  some   such   body,   must  guarantee 


maintenance  and  so  forth  for  five  years 
in  the  future.  Under  these  circum- 
stances, if  a  city  was  chosen  to  benefit 
under  the  Harmon  Foundation,  the 
Foundation  agreed  to  provide  a  play- 
ground at  a  cost  not  to  exceed  $2,000. 

Early  in  1924,  Provo  Post  decided 
that  one  of  its  chief  projects  for  the 
year  would  be  to  obtain  for  its  city  a 
playground  under  the  provisions  of  the 
Harmon  Foundation.  There  had  been 
an  urgent  need  for  it,  in  the  southeast 
section  of  the  city.  And  this  is  where 
Provo  Post  stepped  up  to  take  its  share 
of  the  job. 

As  a  starter,  an  option  was  obtained 
on  a  tract  of  ground  which  was  right 
for  the  project.  The  owner  of  the  lot, 
Samuel  D.  Brown,  had  just  received  a 
bona  fide  offer  of  $2,200  for  it.  But  the 
Harmon  price  limit  was  $2,000.  Mr. 
Brown  is  a  man  of  community  spirit. 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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A  PERSONAL  PAGE 

by  Frederick  Palmer 


Twenty-eight  years  ago,  in  the  first  week  in  May,  and 
ihe  third  week  in  the  War  with  Spain,  we  thrilled  over  one 

of  the  greatest  pieces  of  news  in  our 
'Twas  a  history.  Word  came  that  our  Asiatic 

Famous  Victory      Squadron,  under  Commodore  George 

Dewey,  had  run  past  the  bat- 
teries at  the  entrance  and  destroyed  the  Spanish  squad- 
ron in  Manila  Bay,  half  way  around  the  world.  Dewey's 
ships  were  hardly  scarred.  It  was  a  brilliant,  complete 
victory  worthy  of  the  naval  tradition  that  began  with 
Paul  Jones;  and,  lest  we  forget  it,  this  reminder. 

From  G.  A.  O.,  of  Sebring,  O.,  comes  a  dare  to  an- 
swer his  statement  that,  except  for  those  who  cannot 
pass  a  regular  medical  examination, 
This  Dare  the  old  line  companies  are  writing 

Is  Easy  cheaper  life  insurance  than  the  Gov- 

ernment. 

There  are  many  forms  of  policies;  insurance  is  very 
complex.  Anyone  in  doubt  as  to  any  special  form  of 
policy  should  write  the  United  States  Veterans  Bureau  in 
Washington.  No  matter  what  the  agents  say,  the  Gov- 
ernment's, all  in  all,  is  the  cheapest  insurance.  The  Ex- 
ecutive Committee  of  the  Association  of  Life  Insurance 
Presidents  passed  a  resolution  "to  impress  upon  all  mem- 
bers of  their  home  office  and  agency  organizations  to  do 
everything  in  their  power  to  urge  soldiers  and  sailors  to 
continue  their  Government  life  insurance."  Thomas  A. 
Buckner,  Vice-President  of  the  New  York  Life,  sa /s  "it 
is  the  world's  safest  insurance.  No  private  company  could 
offer  die  same  policy  at  such  rates." 

It  is  July  2d,  or  never,  to  reinstate  Government  Insur- 
ance. The  security  is  Uncle  Sam,  the  nation  itself.  Ex- 
service  men  who  drift  along  with  the  thought  that  they 
can  always  get  a  company  policy  at  a  cheaper  rate  are 
the  ones  who  will  wait  until  their  years  make  it  far  more 
expensive  than  Government  reinstatement,  and  then  keep 
on  drifting  and  never  possess  a  policy. 

Through  the  efforts  of  the  Auxiliary's  National  Memo- 
rail  Committee  5,000  memorial  gardens  will  bloom  this 
summer.  This  is  a  beautiful  tribute 
Making  the  to  die  dead;  it  is  beauty  for  the  liv- 

Flowers  Bloom  ing  to  enjoy.  We  talk  of  100  per 
cent  efficiency,  but  there  can  be  no 
such  thing  for  us  as  a  people  unless  it  includes  beauty  in 
our  daily  lives. 

The  earth  is  not  only  to  give  us  food,  house  sites  and 
long  ramparts  of  brick  and  mortar  facing  pavements,  but 
also  fair  landscapes  and  gardens  that  smile  in  radiant 
colors.  The  best  way  to  "say  it  with  flowers"  is  to  have 
flowers  that  you  plant  and  tend.  These  are  truly  the 
grower's  own,  a  part  of  his  life. 

I  have  received  letters  of  protest  from  graduates  be- 
cause I  mentioned  that  "The  Big  Three" — Harvard,  Yale 

and  Princeton — were  raising  the 
This  Was  Exactly  price  of  seats  for  football  games 
My  Point  and  I  reminded  all  concerned  that 

we  must  not  forget  that  the  boys  on 
the  sandlots  should  have  bats  and  balls.  One  letter  says 
that  it  is  not  constructive  "to  sneer  at  a  great  university" 


and  that  I  would  do  more  good  by  "stimulating  respect 
for  educational  institutions  than  casting  slurs."  Another 
reminds  me  that  "The  Big  Three"  are  private  institutions. 

No  sneers  and  no  slurs.  There  is  no  room  for  either 
in  this  page.  Both  are  too  cheap  to  pass  current  in  its 
thought.  Although  it  may  be  technically  a  private  cor- 
poration, every  college  is  a  public  institution  in  the  large 
sense.    It  sets  a  standard  of  conduct  as  well  as  education. 

I  am  glad  to  learn  that  the  funds  from  the  increased 
price  of  tickets  are  not  to  be  spent  on  more  training  for 
a  small  group  of  athletes  to  win  victories  but  for  all-round 
athletic  training.  This  confirms  the  point  I  was  making. 
It  speaks  the  new  tendency  which  is  so  welcome.  We  want 
universally  sound  bodies  to  support  sound  minds  whether 
they  are  being  trained  in  colleges  or  on  the  sandlots:  we 
want  a  nation  of  sturdy  men  and  women. 

Votes  count.    This  is  the  system  of  our  Government. 
When  in  a  recent  Senatorial  election  in  the  West  the  farm- 
ers reminded  Washington  of  the  fac  t 
Making  Their         there  was  a  sudden  access  of  politi- 
Votes  Count  fed  interest  in  backing  the  farmers* 

co-operative  plans,  and  the  Tincher 
Farm  Bill  became  a  matter  of  pressing  importance  on  the 
Congressional  calendar.  The  moral  is  that  our  system  of 
government  succeeds  for  those  who  vote  and  not  just 
argue,  complain  and  sign  petitions  and  make  a  noise. 

Italy  is  Mussolini's  stage:  the  world  his  audience  in 
his  great  "I  am  the  State"  vaudeville  play.    Now  he  pro- 
poses to  restore  the  Roman  Empire 
More  and  with  himself  as  Caesar.  The  ancient 

More  "I  Am!"  Roman  Empire  included  both  Eng- 
land and  France. 
As  long  as  Mussolini  acts  his  dream  at  home  he  may 
continue  enjoying  its  stage  grandeur.  If  he  tries  to  make 
it  a  fact  he  may  meet  the  same  kind  of  objection  from 
England,  France  and  other  countries  that  the  Kaiser  met 
in  1914-'18. 

Recently  I  had  a  letter  from  a  naval  officer  who  was 
the  son  of  an  Italian  immigrant.    He  said  that  he  noticed 
that  in  Italian  sections  of  the  cities 
Today's  "Over        more    English    was    spoken  than 
the  Top"  formerly — a  tribute  to  the  Ameri- 

canization work  of  the  Legion.  Our 
campaign  goes  on  for  unity  of  language  and  purpose.  Our 
records  show  how  the  Legion  has  gone  over  the  top  for 
child  welfare,  education,  international  good  feeling  and  all 
manner  of  progressive  causes.  The  bigger  its  army,  the 
more  victories  for  well-being  in  the  future. 

Can  you  patch  up  the  old  car  for  the  summer?  Or, 
has  it  wheezed  its  last  as  baggage  wagon  and  holiday 

wagon  ?  If  so  it  may  run  a  farm  food 
New  Cars  cutter  or  a  pump.   You  find  as  you 

for  Old  Par*  with  the  derelict  that  you  have  a 

thrill  of  affection  for  it  even  as  you 
welcome  that  latest  model  in  fresh  paint.  A  million 
automobiles  are  scrapped  every  year.  There  are  far  more 
than  enough  new  ones  to  take  their  places  in  keeping  up 
the  endless  chain  of  service  and  communication. 
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UseTliis 
Amazing 
Invention 
and 

ToKeepYouin 


M.  H.  Rhodes,  Pres. 


Sensational  New  Invention  Guar 
antees  You  365  Slick  Shaves  a 
Year— No  More  Blades  to  Buy! 

KRISS-KROSS  marks  such  a  radical  advance 
in  shaving  comfort  and  economy  that  it  de- 
serves to  be  called  much  more  than  a  stropper. 
Rather  it  is  a  blade  rejuvenator.  Makes  hun- 
dreds of  keen,  quick  shaves  blossom  where  only 
one  grew  before. 

Kriss-Kross  strops  your  blade  on  the  diagonal 
just  like  a  master  barber.  Pressure  decreases 
automatically.  Nickel  jig  flies  up  to  notify  you 
when  your  blade  is  ready,  with  the  keenest  cut- 
ting edge  that  steel  can  take! 

And  now  for  my  smashing  offer!  For  30  days 
only,  to  introduce  KRISS-KROSS  stropper,  I 
will  give  you  an  amazing  new  kind  of  razor 
free.  Really  3  razors  in  one.  Can  be  made 
straight  or  T-shape  in  a  jiffy.  Comes  with  5 
special  blades. 

Use  these  blades  and  keep 
re-newing  them  with  Kriss- 
Kross  super-stropper.  If  any 
one  goes  back  on  you  I'll 
recondition  or  replace  them 
free!  This  sweeping  written 
guarantee  solves  your  blade 
problem  for  all  time.  I  mean 
every  word  when  I  say,  "I'll 
keep  you  in  Razor  Blades  for  Life." 

Write  for  Details  at  Once! 

This  astonishing  offer  is  limited.  Send  for  in- 
formation on  amazing  Kriss-Kross  inventions 
today.  They  are  never  sold  in  stores — and 
they're  even  more  remarkable  than  I  can  tell  you 
here.  Clip  the  coupon  today.  No  obligation. 
AGENTS 

Make  big  money  as  a  Kriss-Kross  representative.  875-8200  a  week. 
Free  gift  razor  is  marvelous  business  booster.  We  have  a  unique 
sales  plan  that  brines  yon  extra  profits  while  you  sleep.  J.  C. 
Kellogg  made  over  $200  in  seven  days.  H.  King  took  in  $66  in  one 
day! 

Spare-time  workers,  offic  e  and  factory  men  make  $5-$10  extra  a 
day  just  showing  Kriss-Kross  to  friends.  Send  the  coupon  for  de- 
tails.   Check  bottom  line  and  mail  at  once! 

RHODES  MFG.  CO. 
Dept.  E-410  St.  Louis,  Mo. 


Mystery 
Razor 
FREE 


RHODES  MFG.  CO. 

Dept.  E-410,  Pendleton  4  Co-ens  Ave.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

Please  send  me  without  obligation  details  of  your  offer  to  keep 
me  in  Razor  Blades  for  Life.  Also  full  description  of  free  razor  and 
stropper. 

Name  

Address  


City  *  State  

|— 1  Check  this  space  if  interested  in  becoming  authorized  Kriss- 
L— J  Kross  representative 


passed  the  areaway.  The  clock  pointed 
to  ten. 

"Still  one  hour!"  Legal  cried. 
"Heaven  may  help  us  yet!" 

"I  hate  to  depend  on  Heaven,"  Dean 
growled.    "Except  in  a  pinch." 

"I  have  two  men  at  the  station.  No 
one  would  guess  them  to  be  police.  One 
of  them  will  follow  your  American 
friend  Jennings.  If  Lark  appears,  they 
have  his  description." 

"Lark  won't  accommodate,  my  in- 
spector. He's  too  clever  to  step  under 
the  light.  He'll  send  some  little  runt 
none  of  you  fellows  know.  What  of 
the  cab  drivers?" 

At  the  same  moment  a  uniformed 
policeman  rapped  sharply  upon  the 
door.  He  wore  a  rain  coat  and  drops 
of  moisture  hung  from  his  pointed 
military  mustache. 

"I  have  attended  to  the  cabs,  mon- 
sieur," he  reported.  "Fourteen  drivers 
I  have  talked  to  myself  .  .  .  that's  all 
we  dared  take  into  confidence.  They 
have  returned  to  their  stables.  That 
leaves  eleven  others  somewhere  in  Le 
Mans.  Six  of  these  have  not  been  seen 
out  on  the  streets  tonight,  it  being 
rainy.  Two  others  are  with  a  party 
of  gentlemen  at  Restaurant  de  la 
Huisne,  and  will  be  engaged  till  mid- 
night. Three  are  on  the  hill  at  the 
house  of  Madame  Juste  and  will  be 
carrying  revelers  home.  That  leaves 
the  six  .  .  .  they  may  be  out,  but  it  is 
hardly  likely.    This  rain  .  .  ." 

"Six,  eh?  Well,  we  can  keep  six 
busy  if  they  come  out  on  the  street. 
You  get  old  Jouquard,  officer.  You 
know  where  he  lives,  around  the  corner 
above  his  stable.  Tell  him  to  come 
here  at  once  ...  at  once,  understand, 
afoot.  You  have  his  wife  harness  that 
lame  horse  of  his  soon  as  Jouquard  is 
ready.  Not  the  good  one.  The  lame 
one,  understand?  And  while  she's 
harnessing,  you  bring  Jouquard  here." 

The  officer  saluted  and  disappeared. 
Christopher  Dean  lighted  a  cigarette, 
took  one  puff  and  threw  it  down. 

"If  Lark  finds  that  we're  setting  a 
trap,"  he  said,  "he'll  kill  that  girl. 
There's  no  doubt  of  that !  Kill  her  and 
disappear  himself  .  .  ." 

Legal,  muttering  in  his  throat, 
strode  to  a  tall,  gray  cupboard  in  the 
corner  of  the  office  and  brought  out  a 
green  umbrella.  He  still  did  not  speak 
as  he  led  the  way  through  the  stone 
passage  to  the  street.  Rue  de  la  Gare 
lay  dark  to  the  left;  a  block  to  the 
right  the  lights  of  the  depot  and  its 
cluster  of  cafes  and  hotels  glistened 
on  the  wet  pavement. 

"Well  wait  for  Jouquard,  the  cab 
man,"  Legal  grunted,  and  backed  care- 
fully into  the  entry. 

The  policeman  who  had  gone  in 
search  of  Monsieur  Jouquard  turned 
the  corner  in  exactly  five  minutes,  with 
a  short,  round  shouldered,  stocky  man 
tagging  him.  In  the  light  of  the  en- 
try, Dean  looked  the  fellow  up  and 
down.  He  was  a  Norman  by  birth, 
obviously,  with  a  leathery,  wrinkled 
face,  and  a  patch  over  the  left  eye 
that  gave  him  the  expression  of  a  pi- 
rate living  after  his  time. 

"I  have  an  affair,"  Legal  spoke 
tersely.  "You  must  assist.  No  ex- 
cuses. Get  your  cab,  go  to  the  sta- 
tion .  .  ." 


"In  the  name  of  a  cow!"  Jouquard 
exclaimed.    "On  such  a  night?" 

"Now.  This  minute,"  Legal  bade. 
"Wait  at  the  cab  stand.  If  anyone 
wants  your  cab,  find  first,  before  you 
let  him  in,  where  he  wishes  to  go.  If 
he  does  not  offer  you  a  message,  a 
piece  of  paper  to  hold  for  someone, 
you  are  busy.  If  anyone  should  offer 
you  a  letter,  take  it.  Promise  to  do 
as  he  tells  you.  But  say  that  you 
must  have  a  drink  first.  One  drink, 
understand.  Go  across  the  street  to 
the  Cafe  des  Voyageurs.  Just  before 
you  step  into  the  door,  drop  the  mes- 
sage on  the  sidewalk.  Cautiously.  I 
will  pick  it  up.  Remain  inside  till  I 
pass  your  table.  I  will  leave  the  mes- 
sage in  front  of  you  after  I  have  read 
it.  Pick  it  up  again,  go  back  to  your 
cab  and  do  as  the  man  has  told  you. 
If  no  one  offers  you  a  letter  to  deliver, 
stay  until  midnight,  and  go  home  to 
bed." 

"Is  there  danger,  inspector?"  Jou- 
quard became  wheedling.  "I  have  a 
wife  and  an  unmarried  daughter  .  .  ." 

"Zut!  Shall  I  remind  you  of  cer- 
tain cases,  of  certain  charges?" 

"A  million  pardons,  monsieur!  I 
obey!" 

On  the  right  of  the  carriage  yard  as 
you  enter  the  station  of  Le  Mans  from 
Rue  de  la  Gare  or  Avenue  Thiers,  rises 
a  high  board  fence,  shutting  off  the 
railroad  tracks.  Behind  this  barrier, 
well  out  of  the  light,  Legal  and  Dean, 
standing  on  a  heap  of  bales,  kept 
watch  in  the  rain.  They  saw  the  cab 
of  Jouquard,  its  lame  horse  limping, 
drag  into  the  enclosure  and  halt  alone 
at  the  cab  stand.  Every  other  vehicle 
had  business  immediately  as  it  drove 
up,  the  police  had  been  very  careful  to 
insure  that. 

"What's  wetter  than  a  cab  driver!" 
Dean  muttered. 

"A  cab  driver's  horse,"  Legal  re- 
plied.   "Hello!     Biting  already!" 

A  man  had  crossed  the  pavement 
and  was  talking  to  Jouquard.  Dean 
leaned  forward,  peering,  his  breath 
held,  eyes  burning.  There  was  noth- 
ing familiar  about  the  figure.  Not 
Lark,  not  by  forty  pounds.  Nor  his 
scalawag  partner,  Vincent  Crewe.  Nor 
Proot  the  Dutchman,  whom  Dean  him- 
self had  captured  on  another  occasion 
.  .  .  thank  heaven  Proot  was  in  jail 
and  out  of  this  picture!  The  fellow 
turned.    He  was  arguing. 

Dean  clamped  his  hand  tight  on  Le- 
gal's  shoulder. 

"Who  is  he?"  he  whispered. 

"Georges  Morell,"  the  old  inspector 
answered.  "A  tough  young  cabbage. 
Thug.  Pickpocket  first,  but  he's  grown 
beyond  that  .  .  ." 

"Look!"  whispered  Dean.  "He's 
handing  that  old  pirate  a  note  .  .  ." 

"Tout!"  exclaimed  Inspector  Legal. 

He  climbed  down  from  his  heap  of 
bales  and  began  to  walk  away  rapidly. 

"Hi!"  cried  Dean.  "Where  you  go- 
ing?" 

Inspector  Legal  walked  faster. 

"The  river  bottoms!"  he  said. 

Christopher  Dean  choked. 

"You  mean  the  girl?" 

"I  mean  Georges  Morell,"  old  Legal 
snapped.  "Morell  lives  here.  Out.  I 
know  him.  Arrested  him  more  than 
once.    And  his  mother,  too.    They  have 
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a  dirty  kitchen  down  by  the  river  bank, 
a  devilish  lonely  place." 

"You  mean  the  girl  might  be  there?" 

"Exactly,"  Inspector  Legal  an- 
swered. 

Christopher  Dean  dropped  off  his 
lookout  and  rounding  the  corner, 
crossed  the  street.  Jouquard  the  cab 
driver  was  hitching  his  way  thirstily 
toward  the  corner  cafe.  Georges 
Morell  had  taken  shelter  in  the  bag- 
gage room.  Dean  stepped  faster.  He 
saw  the  envelope  in  the  coachman's 
hand,  saw  it  flutter  to  the  wet  pave- 
ment; he  reduced  his  pace,  stooped 
quickly,  thrust  his  hand  into  his  pocket. 

Then  he  looked  back  cautiously.  Only 
darkness  lay  behind  him,  and  smoky 
reflections  of  railroad  yard  lights.  He 
passed  the  corner  cafe  which  Jou- 
quard had  entered,  passed  two  small 
hotels,  and  turned  into  a  bright  res- 
taurant with  a  screen  of  potted  plants 
across  its  windows.  He  took  the  last 
table,  back  to  the  wall,  and  ordered 
supper. 

"Hope  it's  good!"  he  told  himself. 
"It  may  be  my  last!" 

The  waiter  hovered,  remarked  upon 
the  weather,  and  at  last  left  him  alone. 
Dean  glanced  about.  No  one  was 
watching. 

He  ripped  open  the  envelope.  A 
small  sheet  of  paper  clung  to  it  damp- 
ly.   The  message  was  terse: 

"Tell  the  driver  of  this  cab  to  take 
you  to  Grande  Rue.  To  drive  slowly 
from  the  great  postern  to  the  Ca- 
thedral. Insist  on  it.  Keep  a  sharp 
watch.  When  you  come  to  a  red  light 
in  the  gutter  order  the  cab  to  halt. 
Step  out,  and  fling  the  money  (wrapped 
as  you  have  been  ordered  to  wrap  it) 
as  far  to  the  left  as  possible.  Then 
drive  back  to  the  station  at  once  and 
remain  in  the  waiting  room.  Your 
daughter  will  come  to  you  there." 

Grande  Rue  .  .  .  from  the  arched 
gateway  to  the  Cathedral! 

What  a  black,  unholy  route  at  this 
time  of  night!  There  on  the  hill,  where 
houses  eight  hundred  years  old,  un- 
dermined by  secret  tunnels,  glower  one 
at  another  across  a  street  too  narrow 
for  two  cars  to  pass!  Dean  remem- 
bered Grande  Rue  slightly  ...  he  had 
patrolled  its  cobblestones  once  in  his 
soldiering  days.  He  thrust  the  note 
back  into  its  envelope  and  neglecting 
to  eat  his  supper,  paid  his  bill  and 
hurried  into  the  street. 

In  the  corner  cafe,  Jouquard  the  cab 
driver,  elbows  on  table  and  the  patch 
askew  on  his  eye,  drank  his  bock  nerv- 
ously. Dean  dropped  the  note  by  his 
glass  and  stalking  to  the  rear  of  the 
room,  apparently  in  search  of  some  ac- 
quaintance, returned  once  more  to  the 
street.  Jouquard  the  cabbie  already 
had  crossed  the  cobbles  and  climbed  to 
his  high,  wet,  windy  seat. 

It  was  nearly  a  mile  to  the  old 
thoroughfare  called  Grande  Rue. 

And  the  streets  were  treacherous  and 
tricky  on  so  dark  a  night.  Dean  strode 
hurriedly  up  Avenue  Thiers,  passed  the 
Hotel  de  Paris  which  still  showed 
lighted  windows,  made  out  the  black 
front  of  the  church  of  Notre  Dame  on 
the  right  as  he  turned  into  Rue  de 
Minimes,  trotted  across  the  deserted 
Place  de  la  Republique,  and  began  to 
climb  the  steep  passages  away  from 
the  modern  section  of  Le  Mans  into  the 
old,  crowded,  medieval  town. 

Twice  and  a  third  time  he  paused  in 
the   protection    of   deep   entry  ways. 
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^FLORSHEI 


Wherever  well  dressed  men  assemble, 
JL  the  percentage  of  Florsheims  "among 
those  present"  runs  high.  The  apprecia- 
tion of  Florsheim  quality  is  nation  wide. 

'She  Olympic  ■'Style  e5W-i89 

eTKost  Styles  $10 

THE  FLORSHEIM  SHOE  COMPANY  -  e^flanufacturers  -  CHICAGO 


SAY  "BAYER  ASPIRIN"  and  INSIST  I 

Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on  tablets  you  are 
not  getting  the  genuine  Bayer  Aspirin  proved  safe 
by  millions  and  prescribed  by  physicians  for  25  years. 


Accept  only  "Bayer"  package 
which  contains  proven  directions. 

Handy  "Bayer"  boxes  of  12  tablets 
Also  bottles  of  24  and  100 — Druggists. 

Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of  Monoaceticacideeter  of  Salicylicacid 
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Harmonicas 


ONE  DOLLAR  WILL  BUY  THIS 

fine  c;  card  case  with 
Masonic  or  Shrine  emblem 


We  carry  EVERYTHING  MASONIC 

Send  for  Catalogue  Xo.  2Q  of  Books  iy  Jewelry; 
No.  30  of  Lodge  Supplies. 

REDDING  &  COMPANY 
200  Fifth  Ave.  N.  Y.  C. 


Play  Real  Music 
in  10  Minutes 
on  the  HOHNER 
HARMONICA 

[EE  how  easy  it 
is!  Take  your 
instruction  book  — 
you  can  obtain  one 
for  the  asking —  read 
I  the  simple  direc- 
_P  tions  and  look  at 
the  pictures.  Then 
take  your  Harmonica,  hold  it  as  shown, 
place  it  to  the  mouth  and  blow — draw, 
blow  —  draw.  In  ten  minutes  you  will  have 
mastered  the  scale  —  and  "when  you  can  play 
the  scale  you  can  play  all". 

If  you  want  to  enjoy  the  satisfaction  and  popu- 
larity that  comes  to  those  who  play  the  har- 
monica, get  a  Holmer  today-Sue  up  at  all 
dealers  —  and  ask  for  the  Free  Instruction 
Book.  If  your  dealer  is  out  of  copies  write  M. 
Hohner.  Inc.,  Dept.  163,114  East  16th  St.  ,N.Y. 


STUDY  AT  HOME 

'  Become  a  lawyer.  Legally  trained 
'  men  win  high  positions  and  big 
jiuceess  in  business  and  public  life. 
;  independent.  Greater  opportuni- 
~n  than  ever  before.  Big  corpo- 
are  headed  by  men  with  legal 

$5,000  to  $10,000  Annually 

J  We  guide  you  step  by  atep.  You  can  train  at  home  dur- 
Jing  spare  time.  Degree  of  LL.B.  conferred.  LaSalle 
students  found  among  practicing  attorneys  of  every 
etate.  We  furnish  all  text  material,  iocluding  fourteen-volume  Law 
Library.  Low  cost,  easy  terms.  Get  our  valuable  108-page  "Law 
Gnide"  and  "Evidence"  books  free.  Send  for  them  NOW. 
LaSalle  Extension  University,  Dept.  536 1*L  Chicago 
The  World's  Largest  Business  Training  Institution 

SELL  SLICKERS! 

$8  A  DAY  IS  EASY 

Bight  now  is  the  time  to  sell  Slicker  Coats. 
$2  an  hour.  $8  a  da;.  $50  a  week  is  easy  sell- 
ing these  coats.  Every  man,  woman  and  child 
a  prospect.  Comer  Slickers  come  in  14  beauti- 
ful shades.  Style  up-to-the  minute.  Guaranteed 
workmanship  and  materials.  No  experience  or 
capital  needed.  Write  today  for  the  facts  about 
this  big  money-making  opportunity. 
The  Comer  Mfg.  Co.,    Dept.  F-477,   Dayton,  Ohio 


Were  he  followed,  his  pursuer  was 
keeping  well  hid.  Dean  turned  to  the 
left,  up  a  narrow  passageway  so  dark 
that  he  guided  himself  by  feeling  the 
walls.  They  were  chill  under  his  damp 
hands.  His  eyes,  accustoming  them- 
selves to  the  blackness,  made  out  the 
broken  line  of  gables  at  both  sides 
overhead. 

Fifteen  minutes  he  panted  upward; 
then  ran  square  into  the  end  of  the 
street,  a  wall  of  solid  masonry.  He 
swung  back  bewilderedly.  A  side  street 
turned  to  the  right  a  few  meters  away 
and  he  hurried  into  it.  It  was  a  sinu- 
ous passage.  Two  others  jutted  out 
of  it  at  acute  angles  and  once  more, 
because  it  seemed  to  incline  toward  the 
hill  top,  Dean  chose  the  right.  Grande 
Rue  followed  the  ridge  ...  he  remem- 
bered that  much. 

And  then  the  clocks  struck  First  a 
small,  nearby,  impertinent  clar^mg, 
then  more  distant,  dignified  boomings. 
Eleven !  In  ten  minutes  old  Jennings, 
the  Minnesota  lumberman,  with  If 
million  good  francs  done  up  in  a  news- 
paper, would  bp  starting  for  Grande 
Rue,  silly  fool  that  he  was,  determined 
to  give  real  money.  In  ten  minutes, 
Dan  Lark,  his  signal  set,  would  be 
waiting. 

Lark  himself!  For  Dean  knew  well 
that  Dan  Lark  trusted  nobody  enough 
to  delegate  around  twenty-five  thou- 
sand dollars  to  him,  even  for  a  few 
minutes. 

Dean  ran  softly  for  five  minutes, 
keeping  close  to  the  shadows.  Still  no 
one  appeared,  neither  Lark  nor  any 
honest  householder. 

He  drew  up  short.  The  street 
widened  into  a  place.  It  was  lighter 
here,  without  buildings  on  either  side. 
A  low,  white  stone  railing  marked  the 
edge  of  the  street  to  the  left.  In  the 
gutter  by  the  sidewalk  burned  the  red 
light.  A  red  light  burning  in  the  ditch 
and  nobody  holding  it?  Dean  ap- 
proached the  crimson  spot  cautiously. 
A  flashlight?  Yes,  blast  it,  a  flash- 
light. Here  was  the  place  that  Amos 
Jennings  must  throw  a  half  million 
francs  as  far  as  possible  to  the  left,  in 
the  hope  of  getting  back  his  daughter 
safely.    Over  the  railing?    Where  else? 

Dean  crouched  bewilderedly  on  the 
pavement.  The  click  click  of  hooves 
began  to  sound  slowly  on  the  road  from 
town.  A  dull  carriage  lamp  gleamed 
through  the  rain.  The  cab!  Jouquard 
and  Amos  Jennings! 

Dean  leaped  forward  recklessly  from 
the  right  side  of  the  street  to  the  left. 
At  the  thick  railing  opposite  he  leaned 
over  and  looked  down.  Far  below, 
forty,  sixty,  a  hundred  meters,  points 
of  other  street  lights  pricked  upward 
through  the  rain. 

The  tunnel;  The  Street  of  the  Tun- 
nel! 

Dean  shouted  furiously  at  his  own 
stupidity  and  swung  about.  He  under- 
stood now.  It  was  clear;  clear  as 
print.  Dan  Lark's  flash  lamp  still 
lay  in  the  gutter  of  the  upper  street. 
Down  below,  on  the  lower  level,  Lark 
was  waiting,  waiting  to  pick  up  the 
bundle  of  bank  notes  that  would  sail 
over  the  parapet;  ready  to  make  his 
escape  with  a  purse  full  of  easy  money. 

And  the  yellow  light  of  Jennings's 
cab  lantern  still  jogged  nearer. 

Dean  looked  wildly  for  the  stairs. 
Twenty  meters  away  they  were,  a  long, 
steep  flight.  He  remembered  now.  The 
deep  old  street  that  the  people  of  Le 


Mans,  half  truthfully,  called  the  Tun- 
nel, with  the  bridge  effect  above  .  .  . 
what  could  be  better  for  Lark? 

Dean  glanced  back  when  he  was  two- 
thirds  of  the  way  to  the  bottom.  A 
moving  yellow  cab  light  reflected  in  the 
rain.  He  pointed  his  pistol  as  he 
swung  the  corner  on  the  lower  level. 
Gas  lamps  illuminated  the  dismal 
thoroughfare  that  slunk  under  the  city. 
A  pair  of  automobile  headlights,  turned 
on  full,  shone  brightly  by  the  right 
hand  curb.  One  hundred  meters  away 
a  man  had  stooped  in  the  street  to  pick 
something  up.  A  long,  lean  individual. 
Lark,  by  all  the  saints!  Dan  Lark 
himself! 

Dean  charged  toward  him,  late  by 
half  a  minute.  The  automobile  jerked. 
Its  lights  moved  and  Christopher  Dean 
leaped  to  one  side  as  a  large,  Amer- 
ican made  car  swept  up  to  him.  He 
aimed  at  the  hood  deliberately  and 
fired. 

The  car  reduced  its  speed,  swerved 
toward  him,  and  again  accelerated. 
Then  another  shot  from  another  gun 
than  Dean's  snapped  across  the  dark- 
ness and  the  house  fronts  along  the 
street  echoed  a  second  time.  Dean 
staggered,  wringing  his  right  hand. 
His  forearm  stung,  with  a  burning, 
numb  sensation. 

The  car  rounded  the  corner  near  the 
Pont  en  X;  its  tail  light  winked  impu- 
dently and  disappeared.  With  his  left 
hand  Dean  pawed  the  slimy  cobble- 
stones. There  was  his  gun  .  .  .  yes 
.  .  .  .he  had  it  .  .  . 

With  staggering  feet,  Dean  ran  back 
toward  the  Place  de  la  Republique.  His 
head  sat  like  a  tub  on  his  shoulders. 
Blood  dripped  from  his  coat  sleeve. 
Once  more  he  had  lost  .  .  .  once  more 
Dan  Lark  had  won! 


"But  we  have  the  girl!"  Inspector 
Legal  cried  out  in  the  doorway  of  the 
station.  "And  Madame  Morell,  the 
unpleasant  cow,  is  in  jail!  We  did  not 
lose  everything." 

Dean  looked  dizzily.  He  saw  In- 
spector Legal,  bowing,  dripping  rain 
from  his  green  umbrella,  follow  a  slim 
young  woman  across  the  muddy  tile 
floor.  He  saw  Amos  Jennings  hurry 
to  meet  them,  saw  the  girl  jump  into 
his  arms.  She  was  angrj  when  Dean 
came  up  to  them.  A  crimson  spot 
burned  in  each  cheek,  her  tongue  was 
going  furiously;  but  her  father,  lean- 
ing heavily  on  his  lame  foot,  was 
weeping. 

"You  paid  them?"  she  cried. 

"Half  a  million  francs.  It  was 
worth  it." 

Dean  looked  hard  at  her  face. 

"Worth  every  sou,"  he  said  under 
his  breath. 

"Tout,  my  son!"  the  French  inspec- 
tor admonished. 

"We  caught  the  women  only,"  Dean 
answered. 

Sixty  kilometers  away,  Dan  Lark, 
American  law  breaker,  speeded  south 
along  the  white  roads  of  France  with 
a  half  million  francs  in  his  coat  pock- 
et, still  a  good  long  nose  ahead  of  the 
law,  chuckling  without  ill  humor  at  his 
close  escape.  Recollections  of  the  past 
few  months  came  back  to  him. 

"If  I'm  to  live  in  France  with  any 
peace  of  mind  at  all,"  he  told  himself 
as  he  leaned  over  his  driving  wheel, 
"I'll  have  to  get  rid  of  Dean.  That's 
my  next  job  .  .  ." 
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When  the  Legion 
Takes  the  Lead 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

When  the  Legionnaires  explained  exr 
actly  what  they  had  in  mind,  he  gave 
them  an  option  on  the  ground  for 
$2,000 — and  charged  the  balance  up  to 
community  betterment,  it  may  be 
supposed. 

While  waiting  for  news  the  Legion- 
naires organized  a  snappy  minstrel 
show  and  with  other  community  activ- 
ities the  $1,100  guarantee  necessary 
was  pledged.  And  on  December  16th 
Provo  heard  the  proud  news  that  it 
had  been  awarded  a  playground. 

Provo  Post's  experience  in  obtaining 
a  new  playground  for  its  town  was 
typical  of  experiences  in  six  other  com- 
munities in  which  American  Legion 
posts  rallied  all  other  community 
agencies  and  succeeded  in  winning  1924 
Harmon  playground  awards.  The 
other  posts  which  were  successful  were 
Dickey  Springer  Post  of  Alamosa, 
Colorado,  George  M.  Simmons,  Jr., 
Post  of  Alexandria,  Louisiana,  Craw- 
ford-Monroe Post  of  Marion,  South 
Carolina,  De  Ridder  (Louisiana)  Post, 
Dillon  (South  Carolina)  Post  and 
Tracy  (California)  Post.  Of  the  800 
requests  submitted  in  the  1924  compe- 
tition, 150  were  forwarded  by  posts  of 
The  American  Legion. 

In  1925  the  Harmon  Foundation  did 
not  follow  the  plan  of  awards  carried 
out  in  the  preceding  year,  but  distrib- 
uted $10,000  in  honorariums  to  the 
seventy-six  Harmon  playgrounds  show- 
ing in  1925  the  greatest  progress  in 
development. 

Recently  the  Foundation  announced 
the  terms  of  a  competition  for  1926  in 
which  $50,000  will  be-  made  available 
to  communities  for  the  purchase  of 
playground  sites,  no  more  than  $1,000 
to  be  granted  to  any  one  town.  To  be 
considered  in  the  competition,  a  town 
must  have  a  population  of  more  than 
2,500.  Legion  Posts  wishing  to  take 
the  lead  in  endeavoring  to  obtain  a 
playground  award  this  year  may  ob- 
tain full  details  and  application  forms 
from  the  Harmon  Foundation,  140 
Nassau  Street,  New  York  City. 


ON  THE  AIR 


Brief  announcements  of  radio  programs  to  be 
broadcast  by  Legion  posts  will  be  published  in 
this  department.  Notices  of  proposed  programs 
should  be  sent  to  the  Weekly  at  least  four  weeks 
in  advance  of  date  of  broadcasting.  Be  sure 
to  give  the  wave  length. 

Somerville  (Massachusetts)  Post  will  broad- 
cast a  Legion-  program  from  Station  WNAC 
(280  meters),  Boston,  the  evening  of  May  7. 

MacDougall-Lowe  Post,  Kirksville,  Missouri, 
will  broadcast  a  Legion  program  from  Station 
KFKZ  (226  meters),  on  May  10  from  8  to  9 
p.  m.,  Central  Time. 

Rice-Ebner  Post,  Easton,  Pennsylvania,  will 
broadcast  a  Legion  program  from  Station 
WSAN  (229  meters),  Allentown.  May  11 
from  8:15  to  11:30  p.  m..  Eastern  Time. 

Hugh  J.  Kearns  Post,  Plattsmouth.  Ne- 
braska, will  broadcast  a  program  from  Station 
WOAW  (526  meters) ,  Omaha,  May  13.  from 
9  to  10:30  p.  m.,  Central  Time.  (Program 
postponed  from  May  6.) 

Oklahoma  Radio  Post  broadcasts  a  special 
program  for  hospitalized  veterans  from  Station 
KFJF  (261  meters),  every  Sunday  at  3  p.  m., 
Central  Time. 

Robert  E.  Bentley  Post,  Cincinnati,  Ohio, 
broadcasts  a  program  every  Monday.  9  to  10 
p.  m..  Central  Time,  from  Station  WKRC  (422 
meters) . 


Without  question 

BECAUSE/it  costs  us  more  to  make  Fatima 
the  retail^  price  is  likewise  higher.  But  would 
men  continue  to  pay  more,  do  you  think, 
except  jror  genuinely  increased  enjoyment? 
The  fact  cannot  be  denied  —  they  do  continue 


^ffhat  a  whale  of  a  difference  just  a  few  cents  make 


Liccrrr  6c  Mr ck:  Tobacco  Co. 
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Declaration  of 
Independence 

_  A  facsimile  copy  of  the  Declara- 
tion of  Independence  has  been  is- 
sued by  the  John  Hancock  Mutual 
Life  Insurance  Company. 

This  reproduction  is  a  composite 
reduced  facsimile,  one-quarter  size, 
taken  from  a  facsimile  reproduc- 
tion of  the  original  Declaration  of 
Independence  made  by  W.  I.  Stone 
in  1823,  under  the  direction  of  John 
Quincy  Adams,  then  Secretary  of 
State.  The  original  engrossed  Dec- 
laration is  in  the  custody  of  the  Li- 
brarian of  Congress  at  Washington. 
The  John  Hancock  Company  will 
send  this  copy  of  the  Declaration 
free  foe  framing. 


Over  Sixty  Years  in  Business 
NowInsuringNearlyTwo  Billion 
Dollars  on  3,500,000  Lives 
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i  CLIP  THIS  NOW! 


It'ayourown  fault  if  yoa  go  with- 
out a  typewriter  now.    There  is  ■ 
a  bargain  price  oo  this  Under-  | 

■  wood!  Totally  rebuilt:  new  type;  new  platen;  new  finish;  end  a  ■ 
|  five-year  guarantee.  Easiest  terms  ever— $3  audit's  yours. 

■  PDPC  Df\f\VC  I  Typist  Manual  and  complete  catalog  ex-  B 

B  swer,  instructions  free  in  touch  typewriting.  Mail  now  to  the  ■ 
|  Shipman-Waxd  Mfg.  Co..  2516  Shipman Bids..  CHICAGO. 

|  Name    j 

^  AddreBS    _   j 
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The  Front  Trench  in  the  Fight  for  Justice 

(Continued  from  page  8) 


R.  E.  CLARK, 
eolo  trombonist 
U.  S.  Marine 
Band,  uses  a 
Conn. 


these  CONN 
FEATURES 


EXCEPTIONALLY  easy  play- 
ing; beauty  of  tone"  perfect 
scale;  absolutely  dependable  me- 
chanism, are  features  of  every 
Conn  instrument  for  band  and  or- 
chestra. As  world's  largest  build- 
er of  band  instruments  Conn  has 
developed  improvements  and  pat- 
ented features  which  enable  you 
to  make  faster  progress,  quick 
success  in  a  big  way.  The  world's 
foremost  artists  use  Conns.  And 
Conn  features  COST  NO  MOKE! 

Free  Trial,  Easy  Payments 
on  any  Conn  cornet,  trombone, 
saxophone  --  everything  for  band 
or  orchestra.  Write  now  for  Free 
literature  and  details  of  trial 
offer:  mention  instrument. 

C.  G.  CONN,  LTD. 
503  Conn  Bldg.,  Elkhart,  Ind. 


FREE  SAMPLES 

Sell  Madison  "Better-Made"  Shirts  for 
Larg"e  Manufacturer  Direct  to  wearer. 
No  capital  or  experience  needed.  Many  earn  $100.00 
weekly  and  bonus.     Write  for  Free  Samples. 

MADISON  SHIRT  MILLS,  S64  Broadway,  New  York 


Jfreej^/ugyestions  in 

BRONZE  TABLETS 

MEMORIAL  FLAGPOLES,  GATEWAYS, ETC. 
Jhe  jlour City  Qrnamenial  Iron  Co. 

Z637.27TttAVE.  SO  MINNEAPOLIS,  MINN. 


'Shorthand, 


pVERYONE  can  now  use  shorthand— executives,  professional 
'-'men  and  women,  clergymen,  writers,  students.  Here  at  last 
is  the  answer  to  the  vital  need  for  an  up-to-date,  scientific 
system  —  so  simple,  so  easy,  so  natural  that  anyone  can  learn  its 
principle  in  one  evening.  Amazing  speed  quickly  developed 
Many  complete  this  course  and  are  employed  as  secretaries  in  from 
three  to  six  weeks  after  starting. 

No  need  to  master  a  foreign  language  of  signs,  symbols,  dots 
and  dashes  This  new  system  r.Miipl"vs  the  ordinary  letters  of  the 
alphabet. 

'.  *T/ie  'NATURAL  SHORTHAND 


~-the  only  scientific  system;  written  with  pen< 
Adopted  by  leading  business  concerns.  Origi: 
B.  Dearborn,  eminent  authority  on  shorthai 
almost  all  systems  for  eighteen  years  in  £ 
Columbia  University,  Rochester  Business  Institu 
Boston,  and  the  University  of  California. 


m  typewriter. 

by  Miss  Emma 
vho  has  taught 
institutions  as 
mrnons  College. 


An  experienced  shorthand 
writer  states:  "Speedwriting  so 
far  excels  any  shorthand  system 
now  in  use  that  there  is  no 
;omparison 

Send  for  FREE  300K 

Tells  all  about  Speedwriting. 
the  Natural  Shorthand,  and 
how  you  can  learn  quickly  at 
home.  Send  postcard  or  letter 
today 

Brief  English  System,  Inc. 
Dept.  285 
1  Madison  1.5.  New  Yiork  City 


cation  were  admitted  as  the  veteran's 
:  the  widow  would  receive  the  amount  of 
the  face  value  of  her  husband's 
'bonus"  insurance  policy.  If  the  ap- 
i  plication  were  admitted  as  the  widow's, 
she  would  receive  only  a  dependent's 
compensation,  which  in  this  case  would 
have  been  only  about  $500. 

At  this  stage  the  Legion  was  asked 
\  to  protect  this  widow's  interest.  The 
!  case,  of  course,  was  forwarded  to  the 
,  central  office  of  the  Rehabilitation 
Committee.  The  committee  prevailed 
upon  the  government  to  take  the  lib- 
eral view.  The  veteran's  intent  to 
make  application  had  been  plain.  He 
simply  made  an  error  of  signing  on 
|  the  wrong  line,  such  as  any  one  might 
make — and  the  adjusted  compensation 
application  blanks  are  not  the  simplest 
|  in  the  world.  So  this  point  was  ad- 
mitted and  $1,577  about  to  be  paid  to 
the  widow  when  it  was  discovered  that 
the  veteran's  signature — the  one  his 
wife  had  crossed  out — did  not  tally 
with  the  signature  of  the  man  when 
he  had  enlisted.  This  created  a  new 
problem.  Finally  the  Legion  was  able 
to  convince  the  authorities  that  the 
same  man  had  written  both  signatures, 
but  that  his  physical  condition  was 
such  when  he  made  out  his  "bonus" 
application  that  he  could  scarcely  hold 
a  pen.  So  the  widow  in  Brooklyn  re- 
ceived  her  $1,577. 

"I  expect  to  become  a  member  of 
the  Legion  Auxiliary  next  week,"  she 
wrote  in  a  letter  of  thanks  to  Watson 
B.  Miller,  chairman  of  the  Rehabilita- 
tion Committee. 

So  much  for  two  very  nearly  ran- 
dom-selected   examples    of    how  The 
American    Legion    has   for   the  past 
|  seven  years  obtained  on  an  average  of 
two  million  dollars  a  year  for  veterans 
and  their  dependents  who  have  had 
;  just  claims  on  the  government.    It  is 
j  one  thing  to  have  a  just  claim,  and 
J  another  thing  to  be  able  to  convince 
the  government  to  that  effect.  The 
convincing  process  requires  an  elab- 
orate machinery  and  an  expert  and  ex- 
;  perienced  personnel.    The  Legion  has 
(  provided  these  instruments,  and  main- 
!  tains  them  at  an  expense  to  the  na- 
I  tional  organization  of  more  than  $100,- 
000  a  year.     This  is  aside  from  ex- 
pense to  departments  and  posts  which 
are  partners  to  the  effort. 

The  Legion's  national  rehabilitation 
organization  parallels  the  organization 
of  the  Veterans  Bureau.  There  is  a 
general  committee,  with  one  member 
from  each  State,  who  heads  up  such 
rehabilitation  organization  as  his  State 
department  may  maintain.  For  ad- 
ministrative purposes  the  Veterans 
Bureau  divides  the  country  into  five 
control  areas  with  a  headquarters  for 
each.  The  members  of  the  Legion's 
general  committee  from  the  States  in 
each  control  area  are  formed  into 
working  sub-committees,  which  attend 
to  the  work  in  their  several  districts. 
The  Legion  maintains  an  office  in  each 
of  these  five  areas,  in  charge  of  an  ex- 
perienced field  secretary  and  staff. 
These  offices  are  busy  places.  They 
settle  the  majority  of  cases  in  which 
the  Legion  is  called  in  to  represent  a 
veteran  or  the  dependents  of  a  veter- 
an before  the  Veterans  Bureau.  These 
cases    number    thousands  annually. 


Other  secretaries  cruise  about  the 
country,  collecting  evidence,  inspecting 
conditions  and  doing  a  hundred  and  one 
things  to  keep  the  machinery  of  re- 
habilitation moving. 

Such  cases  as  cannot  be  handled  in 
the  field  are  forwarded  to  the  central 
office  of  the  Legion  Rehabilitation 
Committee  in  Washington  which  deals 
with  the  central  office  of  the  Veterans 
Bureau  there. 

So  much  for  the  physical  organiza- 
tion of  the  Legion's  service  to  disabled 
veterans  and  their  dependents  which 
President  Coolidge  has  endorsed  and 
which  Director  Hines  of  the  Veterans 
Bureau  called  indispensable  to  proper 
functioning  of  government  machinery. 
The  central  office  in  Washington  re- 
ceives one  hundred  letters  and  fifty 
telephone  calls  a  day  dealing  with 
cases  pending,  or  soliciting  service. 
Veterans  write  in  about  everything  un- 
der the  sun.  The  other  day  one  asked 
for  advice  on  chicken  raising,  and  a 
young  lady  requested  assistance  in  a 
search  for  a  husband.  The  advice  on 
chickens  was  obtained.  Your  corre- 
spondent was  unable  to  obtain  precise 
information  as  to  the  outcome  of  the 
other  inquiry,  but  will  observe  that 
Chairman  Watson  Miller,  is  still  single, 
and  has  been  for  forty-eight  years. 

And  while  on  that  subject  it  might 
be  further  observed  that  Watson 
Bahan  (the  name  comes  from  County 
Queens,  Ireland)  Miller  was  born  in 
Indiana  and  brought  up  all  over  the 
West.  His  father  was  a  civil  engineer 
and  his  work  took  him  around  quite  a 
bit.  Finally  the  elder  Miller  settled 
down  to  the  practice  of  his  profession 
in  Washington,  I>.  C,  but  his  son  kept 
on  traveling.  He  punched  cattle  from 
Mexico  to  Canada,  and  dragged  a  sur- 
veyor's chain  over  a  majority  of  the 
Rocky  Mountains.  He  would  pass  for 
a  western  plainsman  today,  except  that 
he  can't  roll  cigarettes  with  one  hand. 
When  the  Spanish  War  started  he. re- 
turned to  Washington  and  rejoined  the 
Army,  but  being  under  age,  his  par- 
ents yanked  him  out  before  he  got  very 
far  on  the  road  to  glory.  But  the 
poetry  of  Spanish  names  haunted  him 
and  pretty  soon  he  went  to  Central 
America  on  his  own  hook.  He  spent 
several  years  down  there,  off  and  on, 
covering  most  of  the  territory  between 
the  Rio  Grande  and  the  Equator,  lead- 
ing a  life  which  the  novelists  pictures- 
quely describe  as  that  of  a  soldier  of 
fortune.  But  Watson  says  he  was  just 
a  tramp. 

In  1916  Mr.  Miller's  father  died  in 
Washington  and  Watson  came  home 
from  the  tropics  to  manage  the  con- 
struction business  the  elder  Miller 
had  built  up.  A  year  later  he  was  in 
the  Army.  He  was  a  Captain,  Motor 
Transport  Corps,  in  the  Ninth  Divi- 
sion. The  Armistice  caught  him  at 
Hoboken  with  one  foot  on  the  gang 
plank. 

In  1920  Mr.  Miller,  a  conservative 
Washington  business  man  again, 
looked  in  a  florist's  window  and  saw  a 
sign  inviting  veterans  to  join  The 
American  Legion.  Miller  sent  an  ap- 
plication in  by  mail,  but  did  not  get 
to  a  post  meeting  for  six  months. 
When  he  did  show  up  he  was  elected 
post  chaplain.    The  following  year  he 
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was  elected  Department  Commander 
of  the  District  of  Columbia.  In  1922 
he  was  made  National  Vice-Command- 
er and  the  year  after  that  National 
Commander  John  Quinn  asked  him  to 
accept  the  chairmanship  of  the  Na- 
tional Rehabilitation  Committee.  A 
high  official  of  the  Veterans  Bureau 
once  told  this  writer  that  Miller  knew 
more  about  the  subject  of  veteran  re- 
habilitation than  any  man  in  America. 
Under  his  direction  the  remarkable 
service  which  the  Legion  is  able  to 
render  has  been  built  up. 

But  Chairman  Miller  would  never 
get  those  hundred  letters  a  day  an- 
swered if  it  were  not  for  Ike  Horton. 
Mr.  Isaac  H.  Horton,  late  of  Wades- 
boro,  North  Carolina,  is  the  secretary 
of  the  committee.  Ike  can  write  a  let- 
ter quicker  than  most  persons  can  lick 
a  stamp.  He  is  an  experienced  hand 
at  the  secretary  business.  He  served 
in  that  capacity  to  two  Congressmen 
before  the  war  and  at  G.  H.  Q.  in 
Chaumont  he  helped  some  generals 
get  their  thoughts  on  paper.  Chair- 
man Miller  is  supposed  to  be  the 
world's  greatest  walking  encyclopedia 
on  the  science  of  veteran  rehabilita- 
tion. But  occasionally  something 
comes  up  which  he  doesn't  know  about, 
off  hand,  so  he  asks  Ike.  Mr.  Horton 
has  been  with  the  Rehabilitation  Com- 
mittee since  1922  and  before  that  he 
was  adjutant  of  the  District  of  Co- 
lumbia Department. 

The  subject  of  veteran  rehabilitation 
is  truly  a  science,  and  those  familiar 
with  it  may  be  said  to  have  mastered 
one  of  the  learned  professions.  Jobs 
like  Miller's  and  Horton's  call  for  a 
knowledge  and  a  grasp  of  affairs  simi- 
lar to  a  cross  between  a  large  organi- 
zation executive,  a  lawyer  and  a  doc- 
tor. It  is  a  puzzling  combination,  but 
the  situation  is  a  peculiar  one.  Thete 
is  a  large  organization  to  handle.  It 
deals  mostly  with  medical  questions. 
Interpretations  of  the  law  are  the  basis 
for  nearly  every  case  which  presents 
itself  for  solution.  The  Committee  has 
its  lawyer.  He  is  Carl  C.  Brown,  and 
he  comes  from  West  Plains,  Missouri, 
and  says  he  is  going  back  there  some 
day.  West  Plains  is  down  in  the 
Ozarks,  where  you  can  almost  roll  a 
rock  into  Arkansas.  Mr.  Brown  pre- 
sents veterans'  cases  to  the  appeal 
board  at  the  central  office  of  the  Vet- 
erans Bureau.  The  procedure  bears  a 
'close  resemblance  to  that  of  a  court. 
Mr.  Brown  pleads  the  case  of  the  vet- 
erans just  as  a  lawyer  would  represent 
a  client  before  a  judge  or  jury. 

This  is  the  service  The  American 
Legion  maintains  at  the  disposal  of  the 
disabled  veteran  or  his  dependents.  It 
handles  thousands  of  crses  a  year.  A 
mother  in  Montana  tells  a  post  com- 
mander her  boy  died  in  the  Army,  and 
is  she  entitled  to  something  from  the 
government?  On  that  b-ire  assertion 
the  Legion's  staff,  in  the  field  or  in  the 
central  office  in  Washington,  goes  to 
work.  It  is  often  a  long  and  tedious 
procedure.  But  in  the  case  I  have  in 
mind,  the  mother  received  a  check  for 
$4,500.  That  happens  every  day.  And 
not  only  the  adjustment  of  the  claims 
themselves  but  in  tens  of  thousands 
of  instances  the  law  under  which  they 
were  allowed  is  the  work  of  the  Na- 
tional Rehabilitation  Committee  of  the 
Legion,  the  services  of  which  are  at 
the  disposal  of  any  veteran  or  *""  ■  de- 
pendents anywhere. 


Why 

shirts  cost  you  less 
when  you  wear  BIG  YANK 


You  can  buy  work  shirts  cheaper  than 
Big  Yank  —  plenty  of  'em — the  nameless, 
skimpy,  bargain  sale  kind.  But  millions 
of  men  have  proved  that  Big  Yank  out- 
wears two  shirts  of  that  sort! 

This  marvelously  long  wear  alone  makes  Big 
Yank  easily  "your  best  buy  in  work  shirts."  But 
most  men  value  even  more  the  comfort  and  satis- 
faction they  get  out  of  wearing  Big  Yank.  Noth- 
ing like  it  for  roominess  and  muscular  freedom! 
Or  for  good-looking  fit  and  good-looking  fabrics! 

You  can  get  this  extra  value  only  because 
Reliance  makes  millions  of  shirts  every  year.  If 
you've  never  worn  Big  Yank,  try  it  your  very 
next  shirt!  At  good  stores  everywhere. 

RELIANCE  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 
212  WEST  MONROE  STREET 
CHICAGO,  ILLINOIS 


8  Big 
Features 

1.  Big,  oversize  curved 
armholes. 

2.  Extra  wide  oversize 
elbow. 

3.  Form-fitting  sloped 
shoulders. 

4.  Cuffs  wide  and  extra 
long. 

5.  Reinforced  faced 
sleeves. 

6.  Reinforced  front 
opening. 

7.  Wide,  well-fitting 
collar. 

8.  Big,  reinforced 
"^-i  pockets.  r* 


McDonald  made  $58  in  one  week!  Hampton 
made$7.66in4  hours — just  wear- 
ing this  beautiful  Hand- Tailored  Taylor  Cap. 
CPCC  CAP  FOR  YOU.  I  wantto  give  you 
rl»tt  a  FREE  cap.  Your  friends  will  be 
delighted  with  its  class,  style  and  fit  and  you 
will  makee  generous  profit  taking  theirorderB. 
Finest  materials  and  workmanship.  Choice  of 

4  styles  and  20  fine  waterproof  fabrics.  Send  your  Dame  right 
away  for  details.   Write  at  once.  J.  W.  Taylor,  Pres. 

Taylor  Can  Manufacturers,  Dept.  c-ios  Cincinnati, O. 


BUNIONS 

Quick,  safe  relief  from  Bunion 
pain.  Prevent  shoe  pressure. 

Ac  drug  and  shoe  stores,  everywhere 

DrScholls 

'TJ— -    -  ,  Put  one  on— the 

JulflO*J)Q.ClS         pain  is  gone 

For  Free  Sample  write  The  Scholl  Mfg.  Co.,  Chicago 
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If  IPFTIS 

Dept.N-36    108  N.  State  Street  Chicago,  III. 

DIAMONDS— Cash  or  Credit 

New  importations  from  Europe,  brilliant  blae  white  Dia- 
.\i  I ;  /      mondaof  selected  quality— all  anmz- 
ing  bargains.  Specially  priced  for  a 
short  time  only. 

Terms— Pay  10  per  cent  down— we  de- 
liver  goods  immediately.  Balance  weekly, 
\V>  eemi-monthly,  or  monthly  as  convenient. 

fefe"  — WHUfar  It  I 


No.  49— "Wilis"  design,  beautifully  en- 
graved.  Solid  18-k  white  gold.  17  jewels, 
$35.00.  Delivered  on  Bret    $100  • 
/'/     payment  of  33.50,  then    .    VA  weet 

\4gL     17-Jewel  Elgin 

==rNo.15-Green  gold.  17-Jewe| 
"    ."Elgin  Watch!  26-Year  Qual- 
ity Case)  12  Sizel  Gilt  Dial! 

iown^and  .  .  ^l^weak 
Wedding  Rings 

o.  824  — The  "Elite" 

^35."?* .  .  .  *750 

All   Platinum.   $26  up. 
_Wlth  3  Diamonds.  $60:  6 

Vf^TDiamonds.    $70:  7  Dla- 
"\\mond9.  $80:9  Dlamondo, 
'   $100:  Biirrounded  by  Dia- 
monds. S2QQ. 


No 


S.  D.  Mathews,  Minn., 
tried  selling  Stay  -  Prest 
Trouser  Pressers  and  made 
in  leas  than  3  hours.  You  can  get  i 
e  Stay-Prest  and  do  same  or  bet- 
'.  Marvelous  new  invention,  guar- 
anteed to  put  razor-edge  crease  in 

trousers, take  out  bagginess.and  smooth 
entire  Burface.  Easy  to  use.  Demon- 
strates In  40  seconds— saves  tailor  bills 
—men  buy  Quick.  ^ 

Any  man  can  sell  them  I 

One  million  sold  already  1  Patterson.  Ia..  made  $93   »  ■„ 
first  week.   Varner   la.,  made  $500  first 
month.   Mrs.  Rhodesby.  Okla.,  made  $32 
first  day.  Big  profits  In  advance.  Just  write 
orders. We  deliver  and  collect.   Free  dem- 
onstrator. Test  it  without  cost  full  or 
spare  time.  Send  name  for  fall  offer. 
MakeSlOOa  week.  Mailpostcsrdquick.  ftfs**/, 
THE  GETGEY-JUNG  CO.,  Pf&^Il 
E-74  G  &  J  Bide.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio 


POST  PEP  POSTALS 

Now  for  that  big  campaign,  Adjutants ! 
Write  today  for  sample  booklet  of  POST 
PEP  POSTALS  and  find  out  how  to  get  the 
boys  out  for  member-getting.  Meetings  and 
other  Post  activities. 

POST   PRINTING  SERVICE 
American  Legion  Weakly 
Indianapolis,  Ind. 


$100sael^fs^s 


Others  Earning  $100  Weekly  selling  direct 
to  wearer.  Custom  Quality  shirts  made  by 
Carlton,  5th  Ave.,  N.  Y.  America's  greatest 
shirt  values,  eilka,  staples  and  exclusive  pat- 
terns. We  deliver  and  collect.  Your  profiti 
25%.  paid  daily.  Big,  beautiful  sample  oat- 
tit  FREE.  Permanent  position.  Salesmen  and 
Saleswomen  write  today  for  outfit. 

CARLTON  MILLS,  INC. 
98  Fifth  Ave.     Dept.  93-C     New  York 


UNIFORMS 

CAPS  AND  EQUIPMENTS 
CAMPAIGN  RIBBON  BARS 

Largest  Military  and  Naval  Outfitters 

Established  over  30  years 

RUSSELL'S  Inc.,  245  W.  42nd  St. 

NEW  YORK  CITY 


LEARN  to  be  a  WATCHMAKER 

Fine  trade  commanding?  a  good  salary .  Positions 
for  every  (graduate.  Largest  end  best 
school  in  America.  We  teach 
watch  work,  jewelry,  engravtair. 
ciock  work,  optics,  aviation  and 
other  fine  Instrument  repair. 
Tuition  reasonable.  A  $8,000,000 
endowed  school. 

FREE  CATALOG 

BEA1)L£¥  POLYTECHNIC  INSTITUTE 
Peoria  Dept.  6  Illinois 


Dr.  Gow  Gives  Some 
Growing  Medicine 

(Continued  from  page  9) 


March  15  more  than  400  of  the  696  had 
accepted  membership  in  the  Legion. 

In  Flushing,  a  suburb  of  Brooklyn, 
school  children  made  the  canvass  for 
names,  as  they  did  in  Rensselaer,  which 
is  upstate  on  the  Hudson  near  Albany. 
In  Kenmore,  a  suburb  of  Buffalo,  and 
in  Richmond  Hill,  which  is  a  part  of 
Greater  New  York,  a  couple  of  up-and- 
coming  units  of  the  Auxiliary  have 
been  responsible  for  an  increase  in  the 
population  of  Legion  posts.  The  ladies 
put  on  drives  of  their  own,  soliciting 
the  kinfolk  of  ex-service  men.  Very 
often  they  would  find  a  prospect  will- 
ing to  join  the  Auxiliary,  but  her  hus- 
band (or  brother,  son,  etc.)  was  not  a 
Legionnaire.  Well,  the  chances  are  he 
did  not  stay  a  non-Legionnaire  very 
long. 

That  is  how  it  is  done.  The  extreme 
simplicity  of  the  thing  makes  it  ap- 
plicable to  posts  wherever  located.  Ed- 
ward E.  Spafford,  Past  Department 
Commander,  but  who  now  describes 
himself  as  a  tuck  private,  has  accepted 
responsibility  for  membership  in  New 
York  County,  which  means  Manhattan 
Island.  He  uses  this  personal  solicita- 
tion plan,  and  uses  it  successfully.  It 
also  works  in  posts  in  the  Adirondack 
Mountains  miles  from  a  railroad.  "Mr. 
Jones,  we  want  you  in  our  Legion  post, 
and  this  is  why  .  .  ."  Old  experienced 
post  officials,  who  have  tried  out  other 
membership  methods  galore,  have  been 
surprised  how  an  organized  campaign 
of  straightforward  personal  talks  to 
non-members  brings  them  in. 

Bill  McGill  is  the  proprietor  of  an 
interior  decorator's  shop  in  Albany. 
This  puts  him  in  a  position  to  meet  a 
lot  of  people.  He  never  meets  a  serv- 
ice man  but  what  he  does  him  a  serv- 
ice. He  asks  him  if  he  is  a  member 
of  the  Legion  and  if  not,  why  not?  Mc- 
Gill signed  up  sixty  new  members  in 
six  weeks  by  this  method,  and  by  the 
time  this  is  read  he  may  have  a  hun- 
dred. What  New  York  needs  is  more 
Bill  McGills,  a  statement  which  holds 
true  of  all  the  other  States,  too — or 
should  I  make  an  exception  in  favor  of 
West  Virginia,  which  State  weeks  ago 
had  a  couple  of  thousand  more  members 
than  it  did  for  the  whole  year  of  1925? 

Comrade  McGill  is  a  member  of  Fort 
Orange  Post  of  Albany,  which  had  875 
members  early  in  March  against  its  808 
last  year.  Post  Commander  John  J. 
Winters  has  the  names  of  a  thousand 
more  eligibles  in  Albany  and  he  and 
Bill  McGill  and  a  few  other  expert 
contacters  are  going  to  interview  every 
man,  and  try  to  convince  him  that 
Legion  membership  is  a  thing  worth 
having. 

New  York  City  presents  special  prob- 
lems, but  they  are  little  different  from 
the  problems  presented  by  Chicago, 
Seattle,  St.  Louis  and  other  urban  cen- 
ters. New  York  City  is  spread  over 
five  counties,  each  of  which  has  its 
membership  chairman.  The  most 
densely  populated  of  these  counties  is 
New  York  County,  which  is  Manhattan 
Island.  Mr.  Spafford  is  chairman 
there,  At  this  writing  he  has  signed 
up  for  1926  more  than  7,500  of  the 
9,500  members  on  the  books  last  year, 


and  at  the  current  rate  of  increase 
Manhattan  will  be  well  over  last  year's 
top  by  the  time  this  is  read.  The  same 
basic  method  of  individual  solicitation 
which  is  employed  elsewhere  is  made 
to  do  effective  duty. 

There  are  ninety-three  posts  in  New 
York  County,  with  membership  as  di- 
verse as  Manhattan  itself.  Spafford 
has  called  meetings  of  these  post  com- 
manders and  the  ninety-three  Legion 
units  are  working  together  as  one  big 
post.  Spafford  finds  that  the  best  talk- 
ing point  for  membership  with  the 
average  metropolitan  Legionnaire  is 
service.  New  York  County  maintains 
an  employment  bureau  with  a  paid  ex- 
pert staff.  It  obtains  jobs  for  veterans 
by  the  thousand.  New  York  County 
has  a  legal  aid  bureau,  which  gives  free 
legal  advice  to  any  Legionnaire.  These 
are  practical,  helpful  benefits  which 
the  average  man  can  be  brought  to  ap- 
preciate. The  average  man  also  can 
be  brought  to  appreciate  that  the  Le- 
gion is  the  organization  which  has  ob- 
tained relief  for  his  disabled  buddies 
and  federal  adjusted  compensation  and 
a  state  "bonus"  for  all  veterans. 

There  is  Samuel  Weitzenhoffer,  who 
lives  on  Avenue  C,  and  is  known  as 
"the  Jimmy  Walker  of  The  American 
Legion."  Jimmy  Walker,  you  know,  is 
the  Mayor  of  New  York.  Sam  Weitz- 
enhoffer is  the  Commander  of  East 
Side  Post.  The  congested  East  Side, 
where  the  Second  and  Third  Avenue 
elevated  railroads  clatter  along,  would 
present  a  tough  membership  problem 
to  one  who  did  not  understand  it. 
"But  Weitzenhoffer  of  Avenue  C  knows 
the  East  Side.  He  knows  the  good  the 
Legion  can  do  there  in  the  spheres  of 
Americanism,  naturalization,  rehabili- 
tation and  unemployment.  He  has 
demonstrated  to  his  fellow  East  Siders 
how  they  can  use  those  Legion  facili- 
ties.   Last  year  he  had  a  post  of  599 


Dr.  Edward  C.  Gow  of  Glens  Falls, 
who  as  chairman  of  the  New  York 
Department's  membership  campaign 
is  recording  a  conspicuous  success 
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Here's  the  Ideal 
Magazine  "Unit"  for 
Every  Legion  Home 

THE  AMERICAN  MAGAZINE.  Ad- 
venture, Romance,  Humor,  Inspiration. 
Reachin.tr  out  into  every  phase  of  life  are 
presented  in  vivid,  sparkling  stories  and 
special  articles  in  each  issue  of  this  re- 
markable monthly.  "The  Fighting  Point", 
by  Ben  Ames  Williams — a  pulsating  he- 
man  story  of  the  North  Woods,  becrinning 
this  month — will  fascinate  every  Legion- 
naire who  orders  THE  AMERICAN.  Now 
at  $2.50  a  year. 

And  why  not  add  Woman's  Home  Com- 
panion to  your  order  for  your  wife, 
sweetheart  or  mother?  Both  magazines 
for  only  $3.00  constitutes  the  biggest 
magazine  value  of  the  day.  Serving 
woman's  every  interest  and  bringing  the 
best  of  modern  fiction  together  with  wide- 
awake articles  and  special  features  breath- 
ing the  charm  and  vigor  of  youth. 
Woman's  Home  Companion  at  $1.50,  rep- 
resents in  itself  the  soundest  of  invest- 
ments. 

Would  you  pay  only  $3.00  for  12  such 
volumes  of  popular  fiction  as  this  one? 
The  full  length  novels  published  during 
the  year  in  Woman's  Home  Companion 
and  The  American  Magazine  if  printed 
in  book  form  v/ould  fill  12  such  volumes, 
not  to  mention  the  vast  array  of  short 
stories,  special  articles,  and  other  fea- 
tures you  enjoy  during  the  year. 


The  Legion  Subscription  Service  of 
The  American  Legion  Weekly 
Indianapolis,  Indiana 

Enclosed  find  $3.00.  Please  enter  my 
subscription  at  once  for  both  Woman's 
Home  Companion  and  The  American 
Magazine,  one  year  each,  to  go  to 

Name   


Address 


City  State- 


members  and  this  year  he  says  he  will 
make  it  a  thousand. 

Up  on  Park  Avenue  at  the  Hotel 
Roosevelt  Aviators'  Post  holds  its  meet- 
ings. Membership  is  limited  to  air 
service  fliers.  Last  year  it  had  fifty- 
four  members.  Now  it  has  150  and  is 
still  going. 

Thomas  Nielson  is  a  city  detective, 
and  the  Commander  of  Manhattan  Po- 
lice Post.  He  has  passed  his  last  year's 
membership  and  is  out  to  double  it, 
which  would  make  a  grand  total  of 
2,000  Legionnaires  under  his  command 
— all  of  them  members  of  the  Police 
Department.  There  are  separate  Le- 
gion units  in  the  Fire  Department,  the 
Water,  Gas  and  Electricity  Depart- 
ment and  the  Street  Cleaning  Depart- 
ment. All  of  them  are  out  for  records. 

Such  are  the  means  and  methods  by 
which  New  York  expects  to  keep  at 
the  head  of  the  procession  when  the 
roll  is  called  at  Philadelphia  in  Octo- 
ber. But  from  what  one  hears  from 
Illinois  and  Pennsylvania,  the  two 
other  largest  untapped  reservoirs  of 
membership,  the  race  promises  to  be  a 
close  one. 


TA  P  S 


The  deaths  of  Legion  members  are  chronicled 
in  this  column.  In  order  that  it  may  be  com- 
plete, post  commanders  are  asked  to  designate 
an  official  or  member  to  notify  the  Weekly  of  all 
deaths.    Please  give  name,  age,  military  record. 

Maurice  King,  Benjamin  E.  Smith  Post, 
Gardiner,  Me.  D.  at  National  Soldiers  Home, 
Togus,  Me.,  Feb.  3.  Served  with  12th  Div. 
Band,  Camp  Devens,  Mass. 

Neree  E.  LaClair,  Roseland  (HI.)  Post.  D. 
Dec.  5,  aged  29.  Served  with  Med.  Det.,  5th 
Arty.  Park. 

John  W.  Lawless,  Kingston  (N.  Y.)  Post. 
D.  at  U.  S.  V.  Hosp.,  Castle  Point,  N.  Y.,  Nov. 
3.    Served  in  Army. 

Melvin  Lillesve,  Comrade  Post,  Mcintosh, 
Minn.  D.  Dec.  23.  Served  with  S.  A.  T.  C, 
University  of  Minnesota. 

Orville  J.  Lippencott,  Victor  Hill  Post, 
Casey,  III.  D.  Nov.  10,  aged  32.  Served  with 
130th  Inf. 

John  T.  Lippold,  Harder-O'Donnell  Post,  At- 
tica, N.  Y.  D.  Jan.  22.  aged  34.  Served  with 
Co.  E.  346th  Inf. 


OUTFIT  REUNIONS 


Announcements  for  this  department  must  be 
received  three  weeks  in  advance  of  the  events 
with  which  they  are  concerned. 

St.  Paul  Rainbow  Veterans — Reunion  of 
42d  Division  veterans  and  reception  to  Hank 
Gowdy,  manager  of  Columbus  baseball  team  and 
former  member  of  division,  at  Old  Capitol,  St. 
Pau!,  Minn.,  May  11.  Address  James  Wright, 
r,10  West  Wheelock  Parkway,  or  Chester  Lun- 
dale.  97!)  Laurel  Ave.,  St.  Paul,  Minn. 

Co.  G.  127th  Inf.  (32d  Div.)— Annual  re- 
union at  Beloit,  Wis.,  May  16.  Address  G.  H. 
Stordock,  822  St.  Lawrence  Ave.,  Beloit. 

Marines  in  Azores  Service — Members  of  U. 
S.  M.  C.  who  saw  service  in  Azores,  interested 
in  reunion  at  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  during  Legion 
National  Convention.  Oct.  11-15,  address  John 
M.  Dervin,  1012  Liberty  Bldg.,  Broad  and  Chest- 
nut Sts.,  Philadelphia. 

603d  and  656th  Eng. — To  complete  roster  and 
make  plans  for  reunion  at  Philadelphia,  Pa., 
during  Legion  National  Convention,  Oct.  11-15, 
address  Louis  D.  Nickles,  22  So.  Henry  St., 
Madison,  Wis. 

24th  Eng. — First  reunion  at  Philadelphia,  Pa., 
during  Legion  National  Convention,  Oct.  11-15. 
Address  James  E.  Moore,  1521  Twentieth  Ave.. 
Altoona,  Pa. 

108th  F.  H.  Co. — Former  members  of  this 
unit  and  of  3d  N.  Y.  F.  H.  Co.  interested  in 
forming  permanent  association,  address  John  J. 
Canning,  306  Lincoln  Road.  Brooklyn.  N.  Y. 

312th  Supply  Co.,  Q.  M.  C. — To  complete  ros- 
ter, former  members  of  this  unit  who  served  at 
Gievres,  France,  address  Alden  W.  Pulsifer,  c/o 
Pulsifer  Bros.,  Minot,  Me. 
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Less  Hair 
in  the  Comb 


more 
Hair  on  the  Head 

A  very  few  treatments  will  show  you 
how  surely  and  easily  you  can  check 
falling  hair,  dandruff  and  itching 
scalp  with 


GLOVERS 

.  IMPERIAL 

MANGE  MEDICINE 


This  well  known  healing  medicine  thorough- 
ly  cleans  the  scalp,  pores,  and  oil  ducts— re- 
stores the  lustre  to  the  hair  and  stimulates 
and  strengthens  the  hair  roots. 
Its  regular  use  keeps  hair  and  scalp  In  a 
healthy  condition  and  is  a  safeguard  against 
dandruff  and  falling  hait  which  threaten 
everyone  constantly. 

GLOVER'S  Imperial  Medicated  Soap 
Is  a  valuable  companion  to  Glover's  Imper- 
ial Mange  Medicine  and  is  a  most  effective 
shampoo. 

For  sale  at  Druggists',  Barbers', 
and  Hairdressers'. 

Write  for  Free  Book 

"How  to  have  Beautiful  Hair  and  a  Healthy 

Scalp"  by  Dr.  H.  Clay  Glover 
Address  If.  CLAY  GLOVER  CO.,  Inc., 
Dept.  A .  B.  39,  1 19-1 2 1  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York 


1 


Send  for  this 
FREE  BOOK 


of  Celebration  Gooda 

containing  one-thou- 
sand and  one  novelty 
features  for  every  kind 
of  celebration,  party, 
patrioticdemonstration, 
street  fair,  carnivals,  ba- 
zaars, theatre  gifts,  fire- 
works, etc.  You  can  not 
afford  to  be  without  it. 
Write  today  for  your 
copy. 


Braze!  Novelty  Mfg.  Co..  1880  Ella  St..  Cin.  O. 


University  President 

Offers 


Loais  Win  Rapeer 

S.  B..  A.  M  ,  Ph.  D. 
LL.  D. 
PRESIDENT 
(Former  head  of  Dept. 
of  Education  at  Penn- 
sylvania State  College, 
aod  author  of  stand- 
ard   text  -  books  for 
teachers. ) 

ternate  six-week 


you  a  college  degree  or  diploma 
by  systematic  home  study,  and 
you  may  compk  le  the  last 
months  of  your  course  in  classes 
at  the  University.  Tell  us  your 
educational  problem  and  secure 
expert  advice  on  completing 
your  education.  Special  pro- 
visions for  those  who  have 
started  but  failed  to  go  through 
high  school  or  college. 

Earn  Your  Way 

You  may  earn  your  way 
to  degrees  in  residence 
by  attending  day  or 
evening  classes,  and  se- 
cure help  to  a  position 
for  full  time  or  for  al- 
periods. 


Non-Commercial  Service 

Colleges  of  Liberal  Arts.  Commerce,  Education,  and  the 
Graduate  Division.  Degrees  appropriate  to  courses  taken. 
200  home-study  subjects  and  over  200  in  residence. 

Students  earn,  in  average,  increased,  future  income,  $4i 
a  lesson  for  high-school  work  and  $100  a  lesson  for 
college  subjects.    Proof  will  be  sent  you. 

Write  for  free  illustrated  catalog  and  mention  the 
studies,  diplomas,  or  degrees  you  need.  The  Univer- 
sity will  help  you  solve  your  life  problem  if  you  will 
state  your  educational  problem  fully. 

RESEARCH  UNIVERSITY 

Dept.  L.  W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 
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Bursts  and  Duds 

Payment  is  made  for  material  for  this  department.  Unavailable  manuscript  returned  only 
when  accompanied  by  stamped  envelope.    Address  American  Legion  Weekly,  Indianapolis,  Ind. 


A  Misunderstanding 

There  was  trouble  at  the  oflice  and  the 
husky  new  clerk  was  in  disgrace. 

"You're  fired  !"'  snarled  his  boss.  "Win  n 
I  hired  you,  T  asked  if  you  were  quick  at 
figures  aud  you  said  yes." 

"Jumpin'  snakes!"  expostulated  Arizona 
Pete.    "I  thought  you  said  triggers!" 

Ruthlessly 

Ruth  and  Johnny,  side  by  side, 
Went  out  for  an  auto  ride ; 
They  hit  a  bump,  Ruth  hit  a  tree. 
And  John  kept  going,  Ruthlessly. 

—N.  H.  7?. 

Commercial  Misrepresentation 

Her  lover  had  appeared  with  a  shiner 
and  she  was  naturally  curious. 

"My!"  she  exclaimed.  "How  did  you 
get  that  terrible  black  eye?" 

"Well,"  he  explained  gloomily,  "1  be- 
lieved the  advertisement  of  a  musical 
house  that  sells  goods  on  time  payments." 

"But  what  has  that  to  do  with  your 
eye  ?" 

"Everything.  The  ad  said:  'Learn  to 
play  a  saxophone  at  our  risk'." 

Poor  Richard  for  Husbands 

Early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise 

And  you  won't  have  to  give  any  alibis. 

— D.  D. 

Diplomatic  Kid 

"Listen  here,  young  man,"  snorted  the 
ten-year-old's  father.  ''One  more  question 
out  of  you  and  you  go  to  bed!" 

Followed  five  minutes  of  silence.  Then  : 

"Dad?" 

"Young  man  !" 

"Dad,  what  was  it  you  made  the  Briar- 
moor  course  in  last  time?" 

"Oh — eighty-two,  and  that  was  a  re- 
markable score  for  that  course,  too,  if  I 
do  say  so,  because — etc. — etc. — " 

Pacifist  Propaganda 

[Vniontown  (Pa.)  News  Standard] 
GO  TO  JAIL  AND  ENLIST  IN  THE 
MARINE  CORPS — A  few  enlistments  for 
the  United  States  Marines  can  still  be 
made  before  this  month's  allotment  is  com- 
plete. The  local  recruiting  oflice  was  re- 
cently opened  at  the  city  jail. 

Tactics 

The  captain  was  making  a  final  cheek- 
up  of  instructions  before  sending  Private 
Jones  to  his  solitary  listening  post  in  a 
shell-hole. 

"Now,  what  will  you  do  if  they  start 
shooting  and  the  shells  begin  to  break  in 
this  sector?"  he  asked. 

"Form  a  line,  sir,"  replied  the  buck 
promptly. 

"Dumb !  How  will  you  form  a  line  with 
only  one  man?" 

"A  bee-line  for  home,  sir." 

Getting  It  Settled 

After  several  hours  of  deliberation,  the 
jury  filed  solemnly  back  into  the  court 
room.    There  was  an  embarrassed  silence. 

"Well,"  said  the  judge,  "What  about 
a  verdict?" 

"Your  Honor,"  replied  the  foreman, 
clearing  his  throat,  "we'd  like  to  send  the 
bailiff  out  for  a  couple  of  straws." 

Silly  Question 
Oraudpa  Tubbins   was   celebrating  his 

newspaper, 


in  accordance  with  custom,  had  sent  a 
man  around  to  interview  him. 

"What  kind  of  girls  were  popular  in 
your  day,  sir?"  asked  the  reporter. 
'   "Same  kind  o'  course !"  snorted  Grand- 
pa in  disgust. 

Clair  de  Lune 

A  new  gob  was  sent  aloft  one  night  with 
strict  orders  to  report  all  lights — all  lights, 
it  was  emphasized.  As  soon  as  he  hit  the 
crow's  nest  he  sang  out: 

"Light  ho,  sir.  Two  points  off  the  star- 
board bow." 

The  officer  screwed  the  glass  in  his  eye 
and  scanned  the  horizon.  Not  being  able 
to  raise  anything,  he  asked  : 

"Can  you  make  her  out?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Report  her." 

"She's  the  moon,  sir." 

Any  Pink  Elephants,  John? 

[From  Indianola  (Neb.)  Reporter] 

John  Williams,  a  tourist  printer,  is 
helping  out  on  the  Reporter  this  week. 
John  is  a  good  printer  and  a  willing  work- 
er, and  has  seen  some  wonderful  sights, 
while  in  St.  Louis  recently  he  seen  a 
canary  bird  that  whistled  "Yankee  Doo- 
dle." 

It  Was 

Although  Mabel 
Didn't  know  it, 

She  had  measles — 
Didn't  show  it— 

But  her  very- 
Latest  mash 

Called  and  got  'em, 
Which  was  rash ! 
— Edgar  Daniel  Kramer. 

Discouraging 

One  of  the  inevitable  kindly  old  gen- 
tlemen stopped  where  a  group  of  urchins 
were  scuffling  noisily  on  the  sidewalk. 

"Boys,  boys!  You  should  play  quietly 
together,"  he  cautioned. 

"Lissen  at  dat !"  snorted  one  of  the 
group  in  disgust.    "He  t'inks  we're  play- 

The  Very  Man! 

It  seems  that  when  Jonah  took  ship  to 
go  down  to  Nineveh,  the  crew  was  short- 
handed. 

"Who's  going  to  steer  the  ship?"  yelled 
someone. 

"Let  Pontius  Pilate,"  answered  Jonah, 
who  had  recognized  him  aboard. 


Good  Material 

"Say."  exclaimed  the  movie  magnate, 
"there's  some  swell  stuff  in  that  thing  you 
dug  out  for  me." 

"Er — you  mean  that  "Hamlet'?"  asked 
his  right  hand  man. 

"I  guess  so.  I  can  make  a  swell  little 
play  outta  that!" 

Exhausted 

"What  makes  you  so  tired?''  asked  the 
motorist. 

"Man,"  groaned  the  motorcycle  cop, 
"I've  been  working  all  day  trying  to  catch 
up !" 

Busy 

"Does  your  father  keep  the  Ten  Com- 
mandments?" asked  the  Sunday  school 
teacher. 

"I'm  not  sure,"  replied  little  Mary,  "but 
I'm  afraid  it's  all  he  can  do  to  keep  up 
with  the  traffic  regulations." 

A  Practical  Fan 

The  hour  wras  approaching  when  the 
suburban  train  was  due  to  leave  for  the 
city,  and  Mrs.  Gripps  was  growing 
anxious. 

"Dear."  she  warned  her  husband, 
"you'll  have  to  leave  that  radio  if  you 
expect  to  catch  the  train." 

"I  know  it,"  he  replied  calmly.  "I'm  just 
waiting  for  the  correct  time." 

Into  Thin  Air 

"What  happened  to  that  chap  who  sold 
invisible  hair  nets?" 

"Oh,  he  added  vanishing  cream  to  his 
line  and  then  disappeared." 

Any  Girl's  Choice 

'  Will  you  go  for  a  walk?"  asked  th*r 
Sheik. 

"Certainly  not,"  replied  the  Sheba.  "I'd 
rather  ride  part  way,  at  least." 

A  Letter  to  the  Editor 

[From  Okarche  (Okla.)  Times] 
By-gons  are  by-gons.  Okarche  cele- 
brated the  gist  of  two  nuptial  perform- 
ances and  on  their  wake  the  celebrants 
had  to  endure  the  brunt  of  4  rabby,  bois- 
terous, thoughtless,  shameless  chiravaries. 
The  caterwanting,  catmusicians  made  un- 
earthly ear-rending  howls.  At  one  time 
the  youngsters  of  the  town  who  have  care- 
less parents  or  guardians  came  as  toad- 
eaters  to  mooch  baskets  and  boxes  of  can- 
dies, drinks  and  ice  cream — to  sponge  and 
gormandize  as  it  cost  them  nothing.  It 
seems  as  though  the  present  city  authori- 
ties have  cast  the  curfew  ordinance  to  the 
dogs.  There  were  about  175  of  them — 
many  that  were  not  brazen  and  had  self 
respect  dares  not  even  to  show  their  faces. 
(To   he  cvii  Untied) 


102d  birthday,  and  the  local 


Another  solution  of  the  parking  problem 


HONOR 

the  Brave 


MEMORIAL  DAY 

You,  as  a  good  Legionnaire,  should  display 
"Old  Glory"  on  all  patriotic  holidays  and  set 
an  example  in  patriotism  to  your  fellow  citizens. 
To  encourage  this  spirit  of  patriotism,  we  will 

give  you  one  of 

These  Flag  Outfits  Free  For 
Only  One  (Non-Member)  Subscription 
For  The  American  Legion  Weekly 


The  American  Legion  Weekly 
should  he  read  by  every  man  and 
woman  in  your  community — by 
people  who  are  not  in  The  American 
Legion  as  well  as  those  who  are — for 
it  contains  articles  and  editorials 
vital  to  the  need  of  the  counfry. 

In  order  to  add  these  non-members 


to  the  vast  roll  of  readers  of  The 
American  Legion  Weekly — in  order  to 
make  more  friends  for  The  American 
Legion — we  are  prepared  to  give  you 
free  of  any  charge,  the  Flag  Outfit 
shown  above  —  for  ONE  NON- 
MEMBER  SUBSCRIPTION  to  The 
American  Legion  Weekly. 


This 
Brings 
It! 


FOLLOW  THESE  EASY  INSTRUCTIONS 


Call  on  a  friend.  Sell  him  (or  if  you 
can  afford  it  and  prefer  to  do  so,  give 
him)  a  year's  subscription  for  The 
American  Legion  Weekly.  The  price  to 
a  non-member,  with  this  offer,  is  $1.50 
a  year  (52  issues).  Fill  out  the  coupon 
correctly.  Enclose  in  an  envelope  with 
check,  postal  or  express  money  order 
for  $1.75,  in  payment  of  a  year's  sub- 


scription for  the  magazine  and  inci- 
dental handling  and  mailing  charges, 
including  postage  of  Flag-  Outfit.  Ad- 
dress and  mail  to  The  American  Le- 
gion Weekly,  Indianapolis,  Ind.  If 
you  want  one  of  these  beautiful  Amer- 
ican Flag  Outfits  as  a  free  gift,  get  a 
subscription  now  and  send  for  your 
Flag  Outfit  at  ONCE. 


Description 


Each  outfit  comprises  a  3x5  foot  flag,  brass 
screw  jointed  hardwood  pole,  with  rope  and 
ball,  also  holder. 

This  Flag  is  made  of  the  best  quality,  soft 
cotton  bunting — colors  fast  to  sun  and  rain, 
double  stitched  throughout.  Double  hem, 
well  made,  canvas  heading  and  strong  grom- 
mets.  The  stars  are  printed  and  the  stripes 
are  sewed. 

The  Exclusive  Screw  joint  used  in  this  model 
cannot  come  apart,  which,  with  other  at- 
tractive features,  makes  this  combination 
one  of  the  most  popular  innovations  on  the 
market. 

Every  Flag  Outfit  comes  packed  in  a  noat, 
compact  cardboard  box,  making  it  very  con- 
venient for  storing  when  not  in  use.  You 
will  be  proud  to  display  this  flag  on  all  pa- 
triotic occasions. 


THIS  IS  THE  COUPON-MAIL  IT! 


I  The  American  Legion  Weekly,  Send  $1.75 

Indianapolis,  Indiana.  With  This  Coupon 

Here  is  a  new  reader  for  The  American  Legion  Weekly  and  $1.75  to  pay  I 
■  for  the  year's  subscription  and  the  handling  and  mailing  charges,  including  I 
postage  of  the  Flag  Outfit.     Please  send  me  the  complete  Flag  Outfit  as  I 


advertised. 


I 
I 

(Name   

|  Address   

|  City   

^State   


Send  The  American  Legion 
Weekly  to 


Send  Flag  Outfit,  Free  of  Any 
Charge,  to 

Name   


Address 


City 


State 


"The  Story  of  Our  American  People" 

"To  safeguard  and  transmit  to  posterity  the  principles  of  justice,  freedom  and  democracy.    To  inculcate  a  sense  of  individual 
obligation  to  the  community,  state  and  nation.    To  foster  and  perpetuate  a  one  hundred  percent  Americanism." 


What  is  it?  A  two  volume  history  intended 
chiefly  for  use  as  a  textbook  in  all  our  schools, 
but  so  attractively  written  that  you  should 
have  a  copy  for  your  own  reading  and  for  your 
family.  Hundreds  of  illustrations. 

What  makes  it  valuable?  It  is  the  only  his- 
tory ever  collaborated  on  by  North,  South,  East 
and  West.  It  has  been  read  and  corrected  by  ex- 
perts from  every  field,  hundreds  of  them.  It 
seeks  to  be  fair  to  every  section,  party,  creed 
and  race.  It  is  a  "united  history"  of  our  United 
States,  non-sectional  and  non-partisan.  It  tells 
the  truth  of  our  history  without  pretense  or 
exaggeration,  but  with  patriotic  enthusiasm. 


Why  are  Legionnaires  interested  ?  Because  it 
was  prepared  at  the  suggestion  of  The  American 
Legion  and  the  work  on  it  was  done  under  the 
direction  of  the  Americanism  Commission.  The 
Legion  also  secured  the  cooperation  of  more 
than  thirty  other  national  patriotic  societies  to 
aid  in  this  important  service  to  the  nation. 

What  does  it  cost?  This  book  is  distributed  by 
a  company  created  for  the  sole  purpose  of  circu- 
lating the  book.  The  company  has  no  other  in- 
terests. The  two  volumes  are  sold  at  the  bare 
cost  of  production  and  distribution,  95c  apiece, 
plus  postage  for  delivery. 


Send  No  Money  -<  Mail  This  Coupon  Now 


U.  S.  HISTORY  PUBLISHING  CO., 
50  Church  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Send  me  THE  STORY  OF  OUR  AMERICAN 
PEOPLE  in  two  volumes,  at  95  cents  per  each 
volume,  total  cost  $1.90,  plus  postage.  Let  the 
postman  collect  for  them  on  delivery. 


'Same  

Street   '  

dry  State 


